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EX  LIBRIS 


FOREWORD 


TN  presenting  tkis,  tKe  1928  Sea 

Gull,  to  tKe  students  of  Gulf  Park, 

v?e  KaVe  endeavored  to  interpret 

tKe  old  SoutK  in  tKe  ligKt  of  tKe  nevtf 

SoutK;  not  as  an  actual  cKronicle  of 

events,  but  simply  as  a  picture  of  tKe 

surroundings  and  culture  of  tKe  old 

SoutKern  girl  tKrougK  tKe  point 

of  Viev?  of  tKe  girl  of 

today. 
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Page  seven 


The  Sea  Gull  Staff 

Elizabeth  Krafft Editor-in-Cltief 

Miriam  Richardson Business  Manager 

Editorial  Staff 
Adaline  Temple  Verona  Hardy 

Virginia  Hall  Helen  Hunter 

Frances  High  Louise  Kyle 

Business  Staff 
Phyllis  Persons  Lillie  McCormick 

Polly  Hubbard  Elizabeth  Davis 

Lauraine  Barbour 

Miss  Evans,  Faculty  Advisor 
Miss  Smith,  Faculty  Advisor 
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Board  of  Directors 

J.  C.  Clower  H.  S.  Weston 

B.  C.  Bowen  C.  H.  Castanera 

Richard  G.  Cox  F.  E.  Cottrell 

A.  R.  Robertson  Hanun  Gardner 

B.  E.  Eaton 

E.  P.  Odeneal 
R.  H.  Holmes 

R.  R.  Clllinane 
J.  F.  Payne 

F.  H.  Adams 
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Richard  G.  Cox 

President 
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Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox 
Dean  of  the  Home  Department 
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The  Sea  Gull 

With  the  gleam  of  snow  on  his  outspread  wings, 

And  the  gray  of  mist  on  his  breast, 
The  Sea-Gull  dares  the  salt  that  sings 

And  the  winds  that  never  rest. 

With  pinions  wide  he  tastes  the  brine, 

lie  bends  his  head  to  the  gale ; 
In  long  curved  sivoop  and  graceful  line 

lie  dips  to  the  oily  swale. 

He  comes  from  over  the  bend  of  the  sea, 

Where  sky  and  water  are  one; 
His  course  is  laid  where  the  winds  are  free, 
Nor  compass,  nor  chart,  nor  sextant,  three 

HI  ark  bad  his  ivay  to  the  sun. 

Lula  Daniel  Hardy 
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Administration 


Richard  G.  Cox,  M.A. 
President 


Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox 
Dean  of  Home  Department 


G.   E.   McCaskey 
Business  Manager 


Faculty 


Social  Sciences,  Student  Adviser 

Lulu  Daniel  Hardy,  M.A. 

B.S.  Southwestern  University;  M.A.  Columbia 
University;  Diploma  Graduate  Teachers  Col- 
lege,   Columbia    University. 

English 

Willietta  Evans,  A.B. 

A.B.   Trinity   College;    Graduate   Study   Uni- 
versity of  North   Carolina   and   University  of 
Chicago. 


History,  French 

Danelle  Yates,   M.A. 

A.B.  Sophie  Nevvcomb  College;  M.A.  Colum- 
bia  University. 


Biology,   Chemistry 

Mary  Louise  Dodds,  M.A. 


A.B. 


Sophie    Nevvcomb    College ;    M.A. 
versity  of  California. 


Uni- 


English,  English  History 

Lucile  Crighton,  M.A. 

A.B.    Mississippi    State    College    of    Women; 

Graduate  Study  Bryn  Mawr;  M.A.  Columbia 

University;    Graduate    Study    Johns    Hopkins 

University. 

French,  Spanish 

Edmund  M.  de  Jaive,  B.L. 

Bachelier-es-Lettres,   Institut   College  Rachez ; 

Graduate  Study,  three  years  Sorbonne,  Paris; 

Officer  d' Academic 

French 
Marie  Louise  Cheval,  M.A. 

A.B.  Akron  University;  M.A.  Sorbonne,  Paris, 
France. 

Latin,  History 

Maude  Fulson,  A.B. 

A.B.    Tulane    University;     Graduate     Study, 

University   of    Mississippi    and    University   of 

Chicago. 

Mathematics 

Vivian  Short,  M.A. 

A.B.    Indiana    University;    Graduate    Study, 

Columbia     University;     M.A.    University    of 

Minnesota. 


English,  Latin 

Margaret  Turner,  Ph.B. 

Ph.B.     and     Graduate     Study    University    of 
Chicago. 


Librarian,   Preparatory  English 

Mary   Poitevent,  A.B. 

A.B.   Brenau   College 


Piano,  Advanced   Theoretical  Subjects 
Director  of  Conservatory 

Albert  V.  Davies,  Concert  Pianistj 
Composer 

Graduate  with  highest  honors  in  Piano,  Uni- 
versity of  Durham,  England,  Hargreaves 
Scholarship  Student  of  Music  and  Graduate 
Victoria  University;  Student  Royal  College  of 
Music,  England;  Graduate  Pupil  of  Dr. 
Walter   Carroll,   and   of   Egon   Petri,  Berlin. 


Piano,  History  of  Music 

Ruth  Rothschild,  A.B. 

Graduate    Liberal    Arts    and    in    Piano,    Mil- 
waukee-Downer  College;    Student   Curtis  In- 
stitute of   Music;   Pupil   of   George   F.   Boyle, 
Wanda  Landowska,  and  Percy  Grainger. 
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Voice,  Glee  Club 

Edith  Jane  Fish 

Graduate  Metropolitan  School  of  Music,  New- 
York;  Pupil  of  Herbert  Witherspoon  ;  Coach- 
ing  under    Jaques    Coini. 

Violin,  Orchestra,   Theoretical  Subjects 

Bernice  Carleton 

Pupil   of  Ovid  Musin,  New  York;   Graduate 
Cincinnati  Conservatory  under  Jean  ten  Have. 

Piano  Practice  Supervisor,  Elementary  Piano 

Ruby  Merkel 

Graduate    in    Liberal    Arts   and    Piano,    Gulf 
Park  College;  Pupil  Albert  V.  Davies. 

Director  of  Physical  Education 

Ethel  Cain,  A.B. 

A.B.  Mississippi  State  College  of  Women; 
Graduate  Student  of  Physical  Education, 
American  College  of  Physical  Education, 
Chicago  Normal  School  of  Physical  Educa- 
tion  and   Harvard   University. 

Riding,  Assistant  Physical  Education 
Clara  B.  Bonerrake,  A.B. 

Graduate  Physical   Education   and   Fine  Arts, 
University  of  Oklahoma. 

Assistant,  Physical  Education 

Margaret  Roberts 

Graduate  in  Liberal  Arts  and  Physical  Edu- 
cation,   Gulf    Park    College. 

Dietitian 

Mrs.  W.  T.  Tardy 

Student  of  Dietetics  and  Institutional  Manage- 
ment,   University    of    Texas,    and    American 
School  of  Home  Economics. 

Assistant  Dietitian 

Mrs.  Lucille  Benson 

Secretary 

Mary  Lea 

Assistants  to  Dean  of  Home  Department 

Mrs.  Birdie  Head  Bates 
Mrs.  Marcie  DeWitt  Settle 

Field  Representative 

Mrs.  B.  I.  Moody 


Art 

Sarah  K.  Smith 

Graduate  Art  Institute,  Chicago;  Further 
Study:  Illustration,  with  Howard  Pyle;  Com- 
position, with  Frederic  Richardson ;  Prize  in 
Painting  Class  of  William  Chase  in  Florence, 
Italy,  and  European  Centers;  Portrait  Paint- 
ing with  Fran  Benson,  Boston  Museum,  Etch- 
ing and  Interior  Decoration,  New  York  City. 

Assistant  in  Art 

Christine  Northrop 

Art  Student,  Columbia  Institute;  Sophie  New- 
comb  Art  College,  Columbia  University,  and 
Gulf  Park  College. 

Expression 

Grace  Cheesman,  A.B. 

A.B.     Meredith     College;     Graduate    Leland 
Powers  School   of   Expression,   Boston ;    Grad- 
uate  Study,    University  of   Illinois. 

Home  Economics 

Ida  Lou  Nelson,  B.S. 

B.S.   Home  Economics,   Louisiana   Polytechnic 

Institute;     Graduate     Student     University     of 

Chicago. 

Dancing 

Clarian  Pattison 

Graduate  Gulf  Park  College;  Pupil  in  Danc- 
ing under  Pavley  and  Oukranisdy,  Yacoleff, 
C.  Henri  Jacobsen,  Edward  Russell,  Aurora 
Arriza,  George  Cole,  Lovarro  and  Adolph 
Bohm  of  the  Russian  Imperial  Ballet,  and 
Ned  Wayburn. 

Shorthand,    Typewriting,   Bookkeeping 

Mrs.  Ethel  Taylor 

Graduate  Clogston  Business  College;  Student 

University  of   Mississippi    and    University  of 

Tennessee. 

Registrar 

Adele  McCutchon 

Hostesses 

Mrs.  Maude  Thompson 

Mrs.  Walter  Witherspoon,  Jr. 

Miss  Rose  Gillespie 

(also   Assistant   Librarian) 

Nurse 
Mrs.  Ruth  Marsh 
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Senior   Class 


Miss  Willietta  Evans 

Sponsor 


Clara  Mae  Orcutt Sioux  City,  Iowa 

A  x  s 

President   of   the    Senior   Class,    '28;    Athletic   Association,    '27,    '28;    Glee   Club,    '2S; 
Statistics,    '28;    Swimming   Team,    '28;    Torchbearer,    '27. 

O— bilging 

R— each- 
C— ordial 
I — dealistic 
E — minent 


Ruth  Godding 

A  x  s 

Vice-President    of    Senior    Class,    '28;    Illinois    Club,    '27,    '28 

R— eliable 
U — naffected 
T — echnical 
H — onorable 


Oak  Park,  Illinois 


Senior   CI 


ass 


Elizabeth  Werner Chattanooga,  Tennessee 

A  A   2 

Secretary    of    Senior   Class.    '28;    President    of    T.    W.    C.    A.,    '28:    Cabinet    Member 
of   Y.   W.   C.   A.,    '27;    Secretary   of   Tennessee   Club,    '2S;    Torchbearer,    '27. 

L — oquacious 
I — nexhaustible 
Z— estful 


Virginia  Louise  Foster Fort  Smith,  Arkansas 

A  A  2 

Treasurer   of    Senior    Class,    '28;    Athletic    Association,    '27,    '28;    Class   Hockey,    '28. 

G — ame 
I — nterested 
N — ymph-like 
I — l'.ustrious 
E — nthusiastic 


Helen  Young Chicago,   Illinois 


A   A    2 

President    of    Athletic    Association,    '28;    Athletic    Association,    '26,    '27;    Vi< 
dent    of    Bit    and    Spur,    '27;    Bit    and    Spur,    '2C;    Glee    Club.    '26,    '27.    '28; 
bearer,    '27;    Statistics,     '28;    Illinois,    '26,    '27,    '28;    Prep    Varsity    Hockey. 
ball,     Baseball.     Soccer,     '26;    Varsity    Hockey,     Basketball.     Baseball,     '27; 
Hockey,   '28;    College   Singles   Champion    in   Tennis,   '27:    Archery   Club. 

H — ockey 

E — nthusiastic 

L — ively 

E — ntertaining 

N — atural 


e-Presi- 

Torch- 

Basket- 

Captain 


0wm 


Senior   Class 

Ayleen   Banks Dumas,   Arkansas 

A  A  2 

Treasurer    of    Jet    Maskers,    '28. 

A — dept  at   missing  trains 
Y — ou   bet   we   like   her 
L — ucky 
E — nergetic 
E— ngaging 
N — atural 

Eloise  Tippins       Gulfport,  Mississippi 

Gulf   Coast    Club.    '28. 

T — houghtful 
I — mpulsive 
P — retry 

Virginia  Hai.i Dundee,  Illinois 

A  X  S 

'■Sea  Gull"   Staff,   '28;   Senior  Hotkey,   '28;   Bit   and  Spur  Club,   '2S;   Varsity  College 
Team,    '2S;    Statisties.    '28;    Illinois   Club,    '28. 

G — enerous 
I — ntellectual 
N — oteworthy 
A — spiring 


Senior   Class 
Frances  High Fort  Worth,  Texas 

A  X  2 

Torchbearer,    '27;    "Sea    Gull"    stall,    '27,    '28;    chaplain    of    Delta    Chi    Sigma,    '28; 
Samovar    Club,    '27;    Secretary-Treasurer    of    Samovar    Club,    '2S. 

F — riendly 
R — eticent 
A — rtistic 
N — aive 

Virginia  Jackson Chicago,   Illinois 

A   X    ^ 

Glee  Club,   '27.  '28;   Samovar  club.   '28;   Bit   and  Spur  Club,  '27;  Illinois  Club,  '27,  '28. 

G — rand  dancer 
I — mpulsive 
N — atural 
I — nquiring 
E — asy  going 

Miriam  KNOWLTON Little  Rock,  Arkansas 

A  X  2 

Varsity    Hockey    Tram,     '28;    Varsity    Basketball    Team,     '28. 

M — erry 

I — nvigorating 

R — eady   for   fun 

I — ndepentient 
E — ntertaining 


,  .V 


Senior   Class 


Elizabeth  Krafft Lake   Forest,   Illinois 

A   A   2 

Editor-in-Chief     of     "Sea     Gull,"     '28;     Secretary     of     Athletic     Association,     '28; 
Athletic  Association,    '26,   '27;    Illinois   Club,    '26,    '27,    '28;    Statistics,    '28. 

I — ndividualitv 
B — right   sayings 
B — anter 
V — ear  book 


Hazel  Ligon Cleburne,  Texas 

A  X  2 

Basketball,   '27;   Secretary  of  Y.  W.   C.  A.,   '27;   President  of  Delta  Chi  Sigma,   '28; 
Torchbearer,    '27;    Basketball,    '28;    May    Queen,    '28. 

L — oveable 

1 — mportant 

G — orgeous  in  black  gowns 

O — pen 

N — atural 


Eleanor  Mickelberry Chicago,   Illinois 

A  X  2 

President  of  Glee  Club,  '28;   President  of  Illinois  Club,  '28;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '27; 
Athletic    Association,    '27;    Glee    Club,    '27;    Archery    Club,    '27;    Torchbearer,    '27. 

M — usical 
I — nteresting 
C — are-free 
K- — een 


Senior   Class 


Geraldine  Hill  Miller Little  Rock,  Arkansas 

A  X    2 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '27;    Vice-President    of    Bit    and    Spur,    '28;    Varsity    Hockey 

Team,    '27,    '28;    Basketball,    '27,    '28;    Baseball   Team,    '27;    Athletic 

Association,    '27,    '28. 

J-eff 

E — ager  for  excitement 

R — efreshing 

R — ioting 

Y — outhful 


Frances  Moross Chattanooga,  Tennessee 

A  A  2 

Editor-in-Chief  of  "Tammy  Howl,"  '28;  Torchbearer,  '27;  Glee  Club,  '28;  Treasurer 

of    Delta    Alpha    Sigma,    '28;    Secretary    of   Tennessee    Club,    '28;    Senior   Basketball 

Team,    '28;    Track,    '27. 

M — agnetic 
0— rderly 
R — adiant 
0 — riginal 
S — elf   assertive 
S — ensible 


Astasia  North Lombard,   Illinois 

A  A  2 

Glee   Club.    '27,    '28;    Illinois   Club,    '27,    '28;    "Tammy    Howl"    Staff,    '27,    '28. 

P — atient 

A — lways  willing  to   help 

T — ypewriters 


A 


Senior   Class 


Dorothy  Louise  Plante Chicago,  Illinois 

A  x  s 

Athletic     Association,     '27,     '28;     Archery     Club,     '27,     '28;     Business     Manager     of 
"Tammy    Howl,"    '28;    Senior    Hockey,    '28;    Illinois    Club,    '28. 

D — iligent 
O— rderly 

T — houghtful 


Grace   Prvor Fort   Smith,   Arkansas 

A  X   2 
Samovar   Club,    '27;    Hockey   Team,    '27;    Glee    Club,    '27,    '28. 

G — enerous 
R — esourceful 
A — ttractive 
C — autious 
E — xercises 


Mariam  Richardson Goshen,  Indiana 

A  X   2 

Business    Manager    of    Sea    Gull,     '28;     College    Varsity    Hockey,     '28;     Basketball 
Team,    '28;    Athletic    Association,    '28;    Statistics,    '28;.   Glee    Club,    '28. 

R — esourceful 

I — ndependent 

C — onscientious 

H — e's   in   Persia 

I — t  pays  to   advertise 

E — nthusiastic 


Senior   Class 


Lucille   Russ Gulfport,   Mississipp 


Coast    Club,    '2S. 


R — eserved 
U — nselfi^-h 
S — tudious 
S — edate 


Evelynn  Williamson Gulfport,  Mississippi' 

A  X   ^ 

Coast    Club,    '2S;    Coast    Club    Basketball    Team,    '27. 

E— ngaging 
V — enturesome 
E — nigmatical 
L — ightsome 

Y — ou   ought   to    know   her 
N — on   committal 


Jane  Shixx   . 


.    .    .  Lima,   ( )hi< 


A  X  2 


Secretary    of    Drlta    Chi    Sigma,    '28;    Samovar   Club,    '27;    Bit    and    Spur    club     '27; 
Torchbearer,    '27;    Class    Basketball,    '28;    Varsity    Hockey,    '28. 

S — incere 
H — appy 
I — nitiative 
N — atural 


C 


Senior   Class 

Lillian  Simpson Flora,  Mississippi 

2  <L'  I 

Torehbearer,     '27;     President     of    Mississippi    Club,     '28;     President     of    Sigma    Psi 

Iota,    '28. 
L — oveable 
I — nfatuating 
L — ively 
I — mpulsive 
A — dorable 
N — ice  to  know 

Elizabeth   Stallcup Sikeston,   Missouri 

A   A   2 

President    of   Delta   Alpha   Sigma,    '28;    "Sea   Gull"    Staff,    '27;    Secretary    of   Junior 
Class,    '27;    Varsity   Basketball,    '27;    Class   Basketball,    '28;    Statistics,    '28; 
Torehbearer,    '27. 
I — lluminative 
C— ute 
K — nowable 
I— deal 
E — fficient 

Martha  Turquand  Stinson Dermott,  Arkansas 

A   A   2 
Torehbearer,    '27;    Class    Hockey   Team,    '28;    Class    Basketball    Team,    '28. 
M — ighty  nice 
A — miable 
R — eliant 
T— actful 
I — nterested 
E — xcels  in  math 

Frances  Stark Bunkie,  Louisiana 

Coast   Club. 
(Not  in  picture) 

F — air  and  square 
R — esponsible 
A — miable 
N — eat 


A  S 


enior  s 


Di 


iary 


Monday:  Ah!  what  a  life!  This  very  morn  was  I  dispatched  by  post  a  letter  from  the 
Dean,  in  which  he  did  harangue  my  deportment  as  a  Senior.  Could  anything  be 
more  fatal  to  the  effect  I  should  produce  on  under-classmen  ?  But  as  I  did  see  my 
sheepskin  hanging  in  the  balance,  I  thereby  resolved  to  study  more  diligently  in  the 
future.  This  lasted  an  hour  or  so  until  I  became  sleepy,  and  Icky  came  in  flinging 
arrows,   and   did   relieve  the  monotony  by  playing  the  victrola.     And  so,   to  bed. 

Tuesday:  As  my  firm  resolution  of  the  day  before  weighed  heavy  on  my  soul,  I  tried  once 
more  to  get  my  mind  on  Psychology,  but  as  I  heard  a  fight  across  the  hall,  I  quietly 
opened  my  door  and  looked  down  the  hall  to  see  if  the  watchful  eye  of  the  ogre  was 
upon  me.  Finding  it  was  not,  I  dashed  across  the  hall  and  entered  the  room  in  the 
very  heat  of  the  fight.  Liz  was  in  the  act  of  snatching  from  her  teeth  those  wire-like 
contrivances  that  give  one  such  a  charming  lisp.  Ligon  was  restraining  her  with  one 
hand,  while,  with  the  other,  she  was  coming  to  blows  with  her  suitemate  over  a  box  of 
hairpins  which  she  said  she  did  sorely  need  to  pin  up  her  long  tresses.  Knowing 
Ligon's  hair  to  be  of  several  unlovely  lengths  and  not  being  victim,  as  yet,  to  the 
hairpin,  I  laughed  so  loudly  that  I  was  hastily  and  forcefully  run  out  of  the  room 
by  a  volley  of  boudoir  pillows  thrown  by  Liz.  At  any  rate,  I  have  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  I  stopped  the  quarrel.     Did  study  a  little,  and  so  to  bed. 

Wednesday:  As  I  was  reading  a  most  charming  book,  the  door  opened,  and  in  popped 
Eleanor  Mickelberry  in  a  delightful  rage  She  had  been  asked  to  give  an  address  at 
the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  and,  I  admit,  she  did  not  look  to  be  in  a  very  prayerful  attitude.  I 
told  her  to  seek  advice  from  Jere  Miller,  who  is  an  expert  in  delivering  stirring  speeches 
for  the  uplifting  of  young  womanhood.     Did  read  a  book,  write  a  letter,  and  so  to  bed. 

Thursday:  There  is  one  thing  for  which  I  am  thankful,  that  my  roommate  stays  at  school 
and  keeps  me  company.  Ayleen  Banks,  Martha  Stinson's  roommate,  traveled  home 
in  several  different  conveyances.  She  missed  her  train,  as  it  did  leave  before  she 
thought  it  did,  hired  a  taxi,  crossed  ferries,  and  bumped  along  on  the  road  to  New 
Orleans  far  into  the  night.  When  she  reached  New  Orleans,  the  train  pulled  out  and 
left  her  again,  so  she  was  forced  to  trust  to  luck  and  flag  it.  Luck  intervened,  and 
she  caught  it.  Too  bad  that  I  always  live  in  a  rut  and  never  miss  a  train,  or  any- 
thing exciting  like  that.  My  roommate  came  in  with  five  letters  for  which  I  fought 
desperately,  finding  at  last  that  my  one  and  only  was  a  bill.  The  shock  too  much — 
I  took  an  aspirin  and  so  to  bed. 

Friday:  The  morning  began  all  wrong.  Failing  to  be  on  time  to  breakfast,  I  suffered 
the  penalty,  which  is  to  report  to  the  dining  room  at  seven  o'clock  every  morning. 
I  shall  have  to  buy  a  faithful  Ben,  or  nothing  will  disturb  my  slumbers.  What  is 
that — "The  sleep  of  the  innocent?" — I  counted  on  studying  my  Spanish  after  break- 
fast, but  Clara  Mae  called  a  Senior  meeting  and  I  had  to  let  Spanish  go.  All  were 
present  except  Ibby,  who  lay,  in  the  pill  room,  flat  on  her  back  which  was  still  sore 
from  trying  to  act  so  dignified,  and  Dorothy  Summerhays,  who  was  studying  her 
Psychology.  The  meeting  did  convene  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  dues,  but  as 
women  are  wont  to  do,  the  subject  was  never  brought  up,  and  finally  the  chapel  bell 
rang,  and  it  was  too  late  for  the  discussion.  Clara  Mae  did  make  a  motion  for  ad- 
journing, but  by  that  time  every  one  had  left  the  room.  This  did  vex  her  much, 
because  she  does  like  to  have  her  meeting  according  to  Hoyle.  And  so,  to  classes.  I 
could  not  read  my  Spanish  and  received  a  bad  grade  for  the  day.  Then,  as  I  did 
play  basketball,  I  sprained  my  finger.  This  displeasure  was  added  to  when  we  were 
served  liver  for  dinner.  This  being  a  fitting  end  to  an  uneventful  day,  I  went  to 
my  room,  and  so  to  bed. 

Saturday:  I  awakened  this  morn  in  a  rage.  Helen  Young  and  Virginia  Jackson  did  pull 
me  out  of  bed  at  six  o'clock  to  practice  a  Glee  Club  song,  and,  after  I  had  put  them 
out  and  turned  over  for  another  snooze,  Virginia  Foster  came  in  to  collect  Senior 
dues.  I  have  been  dodging  her  ever  since  school  began,  so  I  suppose  she  figured  I 
would  be  in  at  that  hour.  After  paying  her,  I  once  more  crawled  into  bed,  but  could 
not  sleep   as  I  was  four  dollars  poorer  than  T  had  been.     Dorothy  Plante   asked   me 
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to  write  a  line  or  two  for  the  "Tammy  Howl,"  but  for  once  I  had  a  legitimate  excuse, 
my  sprained  finger.  Maybe  it  did  happen  for  the  best.  We  crowded  into  the  busses 
at  seven-thirty  and  to  the  show,  from  which  we  emerged  two  hours  later  with  soggy 
handkerchiefs  and  red  eyes.  It  did  cast  quite  a  damper  op  our  feelings,  for  which  I 
was  finally  glad,  for  it  did  silence  Frances  Moross  and  I  didn't  have  to  listen  to  talk 
about  Charlie.     So   home   and   to   bed. 

Sunday  (The  Lord's  Day):  This  being  the  Sabbath,  1  slept  a  few  minutes  longer. 
After  breakfast,  the  usual  Senior  horde,  Frances  High,  Ruth  Godding,  Lillian  Simpson, 
Jane  Shinn  and  Aspasia  North,  did  trot  into  Mrs.  Cox's  office  with  the  usual  excuse 
for  remaining  at  school  while  the  rest  of  us  went  to  church.  Those  who  were  not 
lucky  crowded  into  the  busses  with  the  rest  of  the  younger  children  and  sat  through 
the  services  patiently.  In  the  afternoon,  did  read  a  book,  and  finally  did  let  myself 
be  persuaded  that  I  could  play  "dummy"  at  bridge  well.  Did  breathe  a  sigh  of 
relief  that   Monday   was   a   holiday,   and   so  tn   bed. 


Impressions 


When   God 

Was   giving    looks, 

A    girl   thought  He  said   hooks; 

She   cried,  "Give   me  a   funny   one!" — 

He  did. 

Full  moon 

And  twinkling  stars 

.1  cross  the  Gulf  do  shine; 

.1   small  (raft  slowly  glides  along — 

Peace  reigns. 

Water 

Sally  and  warm 

Etier  calm  and  quiet: 

Hundreds  of  pretty  white  sail  boats — 

The   Gull. 


Talking 

A  wad  of  yum 

A  book  full  of  rules 

Flaming   Youth  clad  in  pajamas 

Girls'  sihool. 


Fancies 

Gossamcr-like- 

W lii  in  steal 

Sfil 

der 

threads 

Floating  in 

the 

air 

around  us 

■ 

Unseen — 

Laughing 

With  breath  of  Spring, 

Sweet  as  summer  flowers, 

Slim,   like  the  sapling   in   Autumn- 

A  child. 


Deep  laugh 

Cigarette  smoke 

Inspired  poetry 

Letters   on   gray  stationery 

Her   man. 

Regrets 

And  memories 

Of  days  spent  happily 

As  my  heart  tries  to  staunch 

Your  wound  and  mine. 


The  past 

Is  magnified — 

Our  eyes  'were  clearer  then. 

Grown  older,  we  our  treasures  hold 

More  dear. 

Moments 

Of  happiness 

.Ire  followed  by  sadness 

That  we  may  better  understand 

Our  joy. 


Semi-storm 

Short  waves 

Formidable 

In  their  grim  suggestions 

Of  the  destitution  they  may  bring 

To   man. 


JUNIOR 
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Junior   Class 


MAY  RICHTER A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

President  of  Junior  Class,  '2S;  President  oC 
Sophomore  Class,  '27;  Treasurer  of  Delta  Chi 
Sigma,  '27.  '28;  Vice-President  of  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation, '28;  Captain  of  Prep  Hockey.  '26;  Cap- 
tain of  College  Hockey,  '2S;  "Tammy  Howl" 
Staff,   '28;    Statistics,   '27,    '28;   Fire   Squad. 


BETTY  OWEN 2  ■*  I 

FLORIDA 

Vice-President  of  Junior  Class.  '2S;  Vice-Pres- 
ident of  Sigma  Psi.  '27,  '2S;  Vice-President  of 
Y.  W.  C.  A.,  '28;  Treasurer  of  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation, '28;  "Tammy  Howl"  Staff,  '28;  Varsity 
Hockey.  '26,  '27,  '2S;  Basketball,  '27,  '2S;  Base- 
ball, '27;  Bit  and  Spur,  '26;  Home  Economics 
Club,    '27;    Statistics.    '27.    '28. 


Mrs.  Witherspoon 
Sponsor 


LILLIE  McCORMICK A  A  2 

GEORGIA 

Secretary  of  Junior  Class,   '28;  Vice-President  of 

Glee    Club,    '28;    Athletic    Association,    '28;    Glee 

Club.   '28. 


HELEN  HUNTER A  A  2 

MISSOURI 


Treasurer    of    Junior    Class.    '28; 
Samovar    Club,    '28;    "Sea   Gull" 
Squad. 


Glee    Club,    '28; 
Staff,    '2S;    Fire 


Page  thirty-eight 


Junior   Class 


Virginia  Mae  Abney 2  W  1 

TEXAS 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28;    Texas   Club. 


Carolene  Baldry J  J  2' 

MISSOURI 

Bit  ami  Spur  Club,  '28;  Jet  Maskers,  '2^;  Bas- 
ketball, '28. 


Lauraine  Barbour 1  A  — 

MISSISSIPPI 

Athletic   Association,    '28;    Glee   Club,   '2S;    "Sea 

Gull"    Staff,   '28;    Varsity  Hockey,   '28;    Captain 

Basketball,    '28;    Coast    Club. 


Martha  Bass A  A  2 

TENNESSEE 

Bit   and   Spur   Club,   '28;   Vice-President  of  Ten- 
nessee Club. 


Barbara  Berry A  X  1 

ILLINOIS 

Glee     Club,     '28:     "Tammy     Howl"     Staff,     '28; 
Librarian   of   Glee   Club,    '28;    Illinois  Club. 


Fanchon  Blackhall  .    . 

ILLINOIS 

Glee   Club,   '28. 


I  X 


Page   ilnrly-n'tnc 


Junior   Class 


Josephine  Blackman J  A  1 

KENTUCKY 


Charlotte  Elizabeth  Bock    .    .1  XI 

TEXAS 

Texas   Club, 


Altce  Bohling 2   lF  I 

INDIANA 

Virginia  Bredehoft I  AM 

ILLINOIS 

Samovar  Club 

Virginia  Blt swell J  A"  J 

ILLINOIS 

Glee  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '28;   Illinois 
Club. 

Ruth  Campbell A  A  £ 

ILLINOIS 

I > i t  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '2?,. 


Page  forty 


Junior    Class 


Mildred  Cannon I  .4  2 

ARKANSAS 
Jet    Maskers,    '28;    Athletic    Association,    '28. 


Mary  A.  Carter J  X  2 

TENNESSEE 

Athletic  Association,  '28;  Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28. 


Eleanor  Carrlth J  A*  2' 

OHIO 

Samovar    Club,    '28;    Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28; 

College     Vars'ty    Hockey,     '28;     Basketball,     '28; 

Home  Economics  Club. 


Mattie  Casey 

WISCONSIN 

Coast  Club,  '27,  '28 


Dorothy  Coleman  .    .    . 

TEXAS 
Athletic   Association, 


Mildred  Darwin 

TENNESSEE 

Tennessee   Club,   '28. 


A  X  2 


«/'  / 
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Junior   Class 


Louise  Deal J  X  2" 

ALABAMA 

Milly  Fry A  A  I 

TENNESSEE 

Bit     and     Spur     Club,     '28;     Home     Economic 
Club,  '28. 

Mary  Gillette A  X  JT 

ILLINOIS 

Jet  Maskers,  '28;   Athletic  Association,  '28;   Glee 

Chili,   '28;   Bit  and  Spur  Club,   '28;   Secretary  of 

Y.  W.  C.  A.,  '28;  Illinois  Club,  '28. 

Lillian  Grey A  A  Z 

TEXAS 


Jane  Hardy 


.  A  X  I 


Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '28; 
Illinois  Club,  '28. 


Verona  Hardy 


AXS 


MISSISSIPPI 


President  of  Coast  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association, 

'28;  Basketball,  '28;  Varsity  Hockey, 

'28  ;   Hockey,  '24. 


Page  foriy-tivo 


Page  forty-three 


Junior   Class 

Helen  Hutchinson A  A  2 

LOUISIANA 

Beth  Kinnebrew 2  W  1 

LOUISIANA 

Y.    YV.    C.    A.    Cabinet,    '28;     Secretary    of    Jet 
Markers,    '28. 

Ermine  Knoefel ^  lF  I 

ARKANSAS 

Home  Economics  Club,  '28. 
Shirley  Krauss 2l    llJ  1 

LOUISIANA 

Louise  Kyle 2  W  1 

OHIO 

Samovar  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '28;  Jet 

Maskers,   '28;    Home   Economics   Club,   '28;  "Sea 

Gull"  Staff,  '28. 


Mary  Elizabeth  Lanpher    .    .  2l   lF  I 

MISSOURI 


Page  forty-four 


Junior   Class 


(  rLADYS   LARSEN 

MINNESOTA 

Glee  Club,   '28. 


Irene  Lawson  .    .    .    . 

TEXAS 

Texas  Club, 


I  X  2 


J  X  2 


Margaret  Lewis A  A  2 

MISSISSIPPI 

Jet  Maskers,  '26,  '27,  '28;  President  of  Jet 
Maskers,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '26,  '27; 
Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  Glee  Club,  '27,  '28  ; 
Freshman  Basketball,  '26;  Life  Saver,  '27;  Vice- 
President  of  Mississippi  Club,  '27;  Swimming 
Team,   '28;    Hiking   Club,    '26. 


Marigold  E.  Lixdelof  .    .    . 

ILLINOIS 

Swimming  Team,  '28. 


eax  Mac  Gregor  .    . 

ILLINOIS 

Illinois  Club, 


.  2   V  / 


I   A  2 


Florence  Elizabeth  Martin    .    I  A  2 

ILLINOIS 

Tit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Basketball,  '28;  "Tammy 
Howl"  Staff,  '28;    Illinois  Club,   '28. 


I'aye  forty-jive 


Junior   Class 


Kathryn  Mason  .    .    . 

MISSOURI 


AXZ 


Elizabeth  McConnell  . 

ALABAMA 


Z  V  I 


Alwillah  Mecherle  .    .    . 

ILLINOIS 

Illinois  Club,   '28. 


.    A  A  Z 


Mildred  Mecherle A  A  2 

ILLINOIS 

Home    Economics    Club,    '28;    Illinois    Club,    '28. 

Carra  Wood  Mixon A  A  2 

ARKANSAS 

Home  Economics  Club,  '28. 

Dixie  Morris AXZ 

TEXAS 

Samovar  Club,  '28;  Texas  Club,  '28. 
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Junior    Class 


Margaret  Morrison  . 

MISSOURI 


X  2 


Lucile  Nydegger 

WYOMING 

Athletic   Association,   '28. 


1.12 


Sue  Parker 

LOUISIANA 


Phyllis  Person A  A  — 

TENNESSEE 

Athletic    Association,    '28 ;    Tennessee    Club,    '28 ; 
Glee    Club,    '28;    "Sea    Gull"    Staff,    '28. 

Mary  Selma  Peterson 2  W  I 

ARKANSAS 

Home  Economics  Club,  '28. 

Barbara  Phares A  A  — 

ILLINOIS 

Fire  Squad;   Illinois  Club,   '28. 
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Junior    Clas.' 


Mildred  Polak JXI 

ILLINOIS 

Samovar  Club,  '23,  '24,  '27.  '28;  Glee  Club,  '27; 
Illinois    Club. 

Edna  Mae  Quest A  A  2 

KENTUCKY 

Vice-President  of   Delta   Alpha    Sigrm ;    Captain 

of     Junior     Hockey,     '28;     Varsity    Team,     '28: 

Swimming  Team:  Athletic  Association,  '27,  '28; 

Class   Athletic   Manager,   '28. 

MOZELLE   RlCHEV 2    lF  1 

TEXAS 

Texas   Club,   '28. 


Rachel  Shonfield A  A  2 

ILLINOIS 
Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28. 


Margaret  Shutts A  A  1 

KENTUCKY 

President    of    Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28;    Athletic 

Association,  '28;  Basketball,  '28;  Varsity 

Hockey,    '28. 


Nan  Jane  Simpson  .    . 

ARKANSAS 


2  lF  I 
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Junior    Class 


Alyce  Storey I  X  — 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast   Club. 

Elizabeth  Sorrier A  X  2 

GEORGIA 

Betty  Starr J  .4  3 

ILLINOIS 

Chaplain   of    Helta  Alpha   Sigma,   '28;   President 

of   Samovar    Club,    '28;    V.   W.    C.    A.    Cabinet, 

'28;   Athletic  Association;   "Tammv  Howl"   Staff, 

•28;  Illinois  Club.  ' 


R.  Adaline  Temple J  A  2 

OHIO 

"Sea    Gull"    Staff,    '28;    Samovar   Club,    '28;   Sec- 
retary and  Treasurer  of  Bit  and  Spur  Club.  '28; 
President  of  Home  Economic  Club,   '28  ;   Athletic 
Association,  '28. 


Leo  Carolyn  Terry 

MISSISSIPPI 


3  w  1 


Margaret  Thigpen  .    .    . 

TEXAS 

Texas  Club,  '28. 


A  X  I 
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Junior   Class 

Billee  Thompson A  X  2 

TENNESSEE 

Hockey  Team,  '26,  '27,  '28;   Samovar  Club,  '26; 

Basketball     Team,     '26,     '27;     Tennessee     Club; 

Athletic     Association ;     Prep     Tennis     Champion 

(doubles),    '26;    "Tammy    Howl''    Staff,    '28. 

Marion  Thumm 2  W  I 

ILLINOIS 

Athletic    Association,    '28;    Glee    Club,    '28;    Jet 
Maskers,  '28. 

Marion  Tucker A  X  2 

TEXAS 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Texas  Club,  '28. 

Winston  Tutwiler A  A  2 

ALABAMA 

Y.  W.  C.  A.  Cabinet,  '28. 


Meredith  O'Keene  Ward  .    .    .  A  X  2 

ALABAMA 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Basketball,  '28;   Varsity 
Hockey,   '28 ;    Fire   Squad ;   Jet  Maskers,   '28. 


Martha  Mills  Waterfill    .    .    A  A  2 

KENTUCKY 


"Tammy  Howl"   Staff,   '28 ;   Samovar  Club,  '28 ; 

Athletic   Association,    '28;    Varsity   Hockey,    '28; 

Basketball,    '28 ;    Swimming  Team,    '28. 
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Junior   Class 

Alice  V.  Weinberg 1   'I'  1 

MISSISSIPPI 

Mississippi    Club,    '28;    Glee    Club,    '28. 

Leon  a  Wolffs J  A  2 

ILLIN'OIS 

Jet  Maskers,  '28;  Samovar  Club,  '28;  Glee  Club, 

'28;      Hockey,     '28;     Athletic     Association,     '28; 

Illinois  Club,  '28. 

Evelyn  Wolverton dXI 

OKLAHOMA 

Kathryn  Jane  Wood J  A'2 

TEXAS 
Samovar    Club,    '28. 

Mary  Voder IT  I 

INDIANA 

Athletic  Association,  '28. 
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The   Founding   of  the   Junior  Empire 


Part  I.     Early  Exploration. 

As  we  stepped  onto  the  train 

Ready  to  leave  the  station, 
We  saw  the  many  other  girls 

Also  going  for  education. 

We  traveled  many  a  hundred  mile 
As  toward  the  South  we  went, 

To  start  our  first  experience 
On  education  bent. 

We  scanned  the  views  along  the  way 
To  gain  our  first  impression 

Of  this  new  and  different  land — 
The  goal  of  our  migration. 

At  ten  o'clock  one  sunny  morn 

We  wearily  left  the  train 
To  board  a  bus,  then  new  to  us, 

But    soon    we    saw    it   again. 

We  rode  along  the  sandy  beach 
Of  the  gulf,   glistening  and   bright; 

Until  we  heard   a  voice  shout  out — 
"The  college — to  the  right!" 

Its  creamy  walls  were  all   aglow 
With    sparkling   rays   of   the  sun, 

And  as  we  stepped  down  from  the  bus, 
The   college   our   hearts   had   won. 


We  started  classes  the  next  day; 

And  at  once  the  Juniors  saw 
That  they  were  far  more  powerful 

In  numbers,  brains,  and  brawn. 

They    organized    a    cabinet 
With  May  Richter  at  the  head  ; 

Owen   and   Hunter  helped   her 
And    the    minutes   Lillie    read. 

Athletics  were  represented 

In   th!s   cabinet   gay; 
With  Eddie  Quest  as  our  leader 

To  guide  to  victory. 


Part   IV.     First  Successes. 

With   these  able  officers 

Our  class  went  forth   and   found 
That  they  could  beat  'most  anyone 

For  miles  and  miles  around. 

Our  pride  was  first  displayed   with  joy 
At  the  swimming  meet,  where  we 

Won,    point  on   point,   both    right   and    left, 
And  sped  to  victory. 

Our  next   achievement  was  with  brains, 

For  sixteen  names  d'd  grace 
The  honor  roll  so  hard  to  make — ■ 

And  here  we  took  first  place. 


Part  II.      Colonization. 

We  stepped   inside  the  small  screen  door, 

Stood  patiently,  and  soon 
Mrs.  Cox  our  names  wrote  down 

And  sent  us  to  our  rooms. 

We  then  were  led  up  to  the  dorm 
And   shown  our  barren   homes; 

But  soon  our  roommates  came  up,  too, 
We  were  no  more  to  roam. 

That  afternoon  wre   registered — 
'Twas  all  a  daze  and  flurry. 

When   finally   we'd    finished 

To  the  dining  room  we  hurried. 


Part  III.     Period  of  Adjustment. 

Our  empty  rooms  were  all  transformed 

Into  cloisters  of  cheer. 
The  gay  and   lively  laughter 

Made   happiness   quite   clear. 


Then   came  our   turn   at  showing 

Our  ability  on   the   stage; 
We  gave  a  program  in  chapel — 

Gulf   Park   of   the   next   decade. 

The  colonizers  of  our  c  ass 

Then   turned  to  outdoor  fun 
And  played  some  hockey  just  to  show 

The  others  how  'twas  done. 

We  beat  the  Seniors  eight  to  naught, 
And  showed  them  up,  we  know; 

The  following  day  we  met  the  Fresh 
And   won   from   them,   also. 

The  Saturday  next  following 
We  played  the  Sophs  and  won. 

We  showed  them  how  we  play  the  game, 
And   gave  them   a   good  run. 


We  won  the  meet  and  kept  the  goat; 

Became   the   champs   supreme ; 
We  demonstrated  everywhere 

The  meaning  of  a  team. 


U.  Br«4«h«fr 


In  Love   With  L 


I  thought  I  loved  that  red-head 

It    wasn't   really    love — 
'Twas   just  a   summer    romance 

With  the  moon  and   stars  above — 
Pretending,    though,    is    lots    of    fun, 

It  lias  its  merits,  too — 
I've   been   in   love  just   lots  of  times, 

So  I  guess  I'm  in  love  with  you. 


ove 


Last   summer    George   was   the    man; 

Before  that  it  was   Ed — ■ 
1    loved    them    both    most    desperately, 

My  love  went  to  my  head. 
I've   gut    a    lot    before    me, 

And   a   bit   to  remember,   too — 
But  you   know,   my   dear,   when   1   think 

Of  the  moon   and  the  stars  above — 
Although  I'm  very  fond  of  you, 

I'm   ju^t  in   love   with   love. 


of   it, 


It  Pays   to   Advertise 


"Keep  that  .schoolgirl  complexion" — Beth   Kinnebrew. 

"Four  out  of  five  have  'IT'  " — Kathryn  Mason. 

"Ninety-nine   and   forty-four  hundredths  per  cent   pure" — Jean   Mac- 

Gregor. 
"I'd  walk  a  mile  for" — Edxa  Mae  Quest. 
"Why  men  leave  home" — Margaret  Thigijen. 
"You  just  know  she  wears  them" — Martha  Bass. 
"In  this  busy  age,  there  is  only  time  for  the  best" — Lillie  McCor.mick. 
"How  does  she  do  it?" — Lee  Wolf. 

"Before  you  face  the  weather,  take  out" — Winston  Titwiler. 
"Too  many  things  to  do" — Billee  Thompson. 
"Here's  for  a  goal" — Mills  Waterfill. 
"A  good  reputation  doesn't  just  happen" — May  Richter. 
"Chemistry — learn  at  home" — Buzzy. 
"Loveliness  that  endures" — Jo  Blackman. 
"For  the  man  who  cares" — Martha  Barrett. 
"Watch   the    younger    crowd    pick    the    winners" — Marion    Ticker, 

Dixie  Morris 
"Bigger  and  better" — Betty  Owen. 
"Your  keys  can't  tangle" — Barbara  Berry. 
"A  priceless  gift" — Barbara  Phares. 
"There's  trouble  ahead" — Jane  Hardy. 

"They  satisfy" — Alwyllah  Mecherle,  Mildred  Mecherle. 
"Never  wears  out  its  welcome" — Fanchon  Blackhall. 
"You  didn't  say  a  single  word  all  evening" — Milly  Fry. 
"What's  wrong  with   this   picture?" — Alice   Wineberg. 
"Even  a  child  can  pick  the  best" — Eleanor  Carruth. 
"The  gift  of  music  lasts  for  life" — Mary  Gillette. 
"How  little  she  really  understands  herself" — Harriett!-:  Hoskixs. 


COLLEGE  SPECIALS 


Allie  Van  Hoozer,  A  A  2 

OKLAHOMA 

President     of    College    Specials;     Samovar    Club, 
'2S;    Bit    and    Spur    Club. 


Margaret  Coleman,  A  X  2 

TEXAS 
Secretary   ot   College   Specials. 

Frances  Anderson,  A  X  2 

MISSISSIPPI 
Coast    Club. 


Audrey  R.  Meyer,  2  *  I 

ILLINOIS 

Jet    Maskers.    '2S;    Bit    and    Spur,    '2S;    Athletic 

Association,    '2S;    Illinois    Club,    '28. 

Elizabeth  Russell,  2  xV  I 

ALABAMA 

Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28;    Swimming   Team,    '2S; 

Senior    Athletic    Captain;    Varsity    Hockey,     '2S; 

Basketball,    '28. 

Dorothy  Summerhays,  2  Sl>  I 

ILLINOIS 
Glee    Club,    '2S;    Jet    Maskers,    '27.    '28;    Athletic 
Association,    '27,    '28;    Bit    and    Spur,    '27;    Bas- 

ball,    '28. 


Adei.e   Brunhoff,   A   A   2 

OHIO 
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COLLEGE  SPECIALS 


Clifton'  Van*  Hoozer,  A  A  2 

OKLAHOMA 

Vice-President    of   Colege    Specials,    '2S;    Bit    and 
Spur    Club,    '2S;    Samovar   Club.    '2S. 

Martha  Barrett,  2  \p  I 

GEORGIA 

Treasurer    of    College    Specials,    '2S:    Vice-Presi- 
dent    of    Home     Economics     Club,     '2S;    Samovar 
Club,    '2S;    Glee    Club,    '2S. 

Helen  Clark,  A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 


Virginia  Guy  Hardee,  A  A  - 

MISSISSIPPI 
Bit    and    Spur    Club,    '28;    Mississippi    Club,    '2S. 

Blanche  Owen,  A  A  2 

ILLINOIS 

Jet    Maskers,    '2S;    Home    Economics    Club,    '2S; 
Illinois  Club,  '28. 

Mary  Evelyn  Simpson,  2t  I 

MISSISSIPPI 

Glee    Club.     '27;     Secretary    of    Mississippi     Club, 
'2S;   Chaplain  of  Sigma  Psi   Iota,  '2S. 


Flora  Manzanilla  y  Manzamila 

MEXICO 
Bit  and  Spur,   '2S. 
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'Dem  College  Specials" 


ASTER  poked  her  head  around  the  kitchen  door,  and  her  gaze  fell  on 
Dinah,  busy  in  the  yard. 

"Goo'  mornin',  Dinah!  How  is  you?  Lawdy!  I'se  got  so  much 
to  do,  I  just  don't  knows  whah  to  begin.  Yeh!  Dem  Russells  is  having  a  big 
party.  Sho',  all  dem  gals  'Liz'beth  goes  with  to  dat  school.  College  Specials 
dey  calls  'em  at  Gulf  Park.  Dem  gals  sho'  am  purty,  and  what  an  atmosphere 
dey  brings  wid  'em,  even  to  a  bit  o'Spain. 

"Dere's  two  o'  'em  dat  be  sistahs,  an'  dey  sho'  am  good  to  look  at.  Van 
Hoozers  dey  calls  'em.  De  youngah  one's  as  purty  as  a  picture,  an'  she  knows 
how  to  paint,  what  I  means.  Yeh !  Her  name's  Clifton.  Den  'ere's  Allie,  de 
odder  one.  She  says  some  real  'riginal  things,  an'  she  looks  lak  a  princess,  way 
she  walks  an'  acts. 

"Dot  Summe'hays,  an'  nudder  one,  is  cute  lak.  Tiny,  an'  full  o'  pep,  loveable 
like,  an'  real  athletical. 

"But  our  own  Betty  Russell's  de  athlete  o'  de  bunch.  De  way  dat  gal  rides 
dem  wil'  horses,  and  swims.  Lawdy  me!  I'se  nevah  seen  any  thing  lak  it.  She 
can  hit  one  o'  dem  tennis  balls  a  wallop  dat  sends  it  a  mile. 

"Den  dere's  dat  duchess,  Miss  Meyer.  Gal,  can  she  strut!  An'  she  sho'  does 
love  to  act.  Las'  night  she  had  'em  all  in  ther'  listenin'  to  her  givin'  a  readin'  ; 
an'  firs'  thing  she  was  gettin'  'em  to  laughin'  and  den,  she  had  'em  all  weepin'. 
Yeh !    It  sho'  was  sad. 

"O,  Yes!  I'se  must  tell  yo'  'bout  dat  Simpson  gal.  She  can  sing  lak  a 
nightin'  gale.  Jes'  wait  'il  yo'  heah  her.  I'se  could  listen  to  'er  fo'  evah  sing 
dem  pathetic  songs. 

"Good  Lawd,  chile,  my  bread's  burnin' !  Lola,  turn  out  dat  oven.  Quick! 
I's  lak  to  tell  you',  Dinah,  'bout  all  dem  gals,  but  I  ain't  got  time.  Der  pictures 
is  'round  'bout,  and  yo'  look  at  dem,  an'  draws  yo'  own  conclusions.  Mighty 
nice  bunch  o'  gals,  even  if  dey  does  keep  me  steppin'.  So  long,  Dinah !  Yeh ! 
I'se  comin',  Lola,  right  quick!!!" 
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Makv  Franklin,  A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Vice-President     of     the     Sophomore     Class.      '2S; 

Ba°ketoall.    '27,    '28;    Prep    Hockey,    '2S;    Illinois 

Club,    '2S. 


Frances  Ulrich,  A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Vice-President    of   Sophomore    Class,    '2S;    Illinois 
Club. 


Miss  Dodds 
Sponsor 


Lorraine  Watts,  A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Secretary    of    Sophomore    Class,    '28;    Vice-Presi- 
dent  of   Second   Year  High   School;    Illinois  Club, 
'26,    '27,     '28;    Home    Economics    Club;     Samovar 
Club,    '28. 


Lindsay  Woodcock,  A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Treasurer   of   Sophomore   Clas.    '28;    Athletic   As- 
sociation, '28;   Samovar  Club,  '28;  Glee  Club,  '2S; 
Illinois    Club,    '28. 
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Margurite  Custer 2  W  1 

TEXAS 

Margaret  Clark A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Glee    Club,    '26,    '27,    '28;    Samovar    Club,    '28. 

Elizabeth  Davis A  X  2 

ILLINOIS 

Illinois     Club,     '28;     Varsity     Hockey,     '27,     '28; 

Basketball,   '27,   '28;   Treasurer  of  Y.  W.  C.  A., 

'28;   "Sea   Gull"   Staff,  '28;   Athletic  Association, 

'27,   '28. 

Faith  Davis A  X  2 

NEW    YORK 

Bit  anil  Spur,  '28;  Samovar  Club,  '28;  Jet  Mask- 
ers, '28;   Athletic  Association,   '28;    Hockev,   '28; 
Basketball,   '28. 

Ellen  Fabricius 2  W  I 

CUBA 

Bit    and    Spur   Club,    '28;    Hockey,    '28;    Basket- 
ball, '28. 
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Sophomore    Class 


Louise  Hammond JII 

FLORIDA 

Home  Economics   Club,   '27. 

Clara  Henderson ~  W  I 

MISSOURI 

Glee   Club,   '28. 

Emma  Jene  Hodge J  II 

ILLINOIS 

President  of  the  Class,  '24,  '25,  '26;  Bit  and  Spur 

Club,     '25,     '26;     Vice-President     of     Delta     Chi 

Sigma,  '28;   Illinois  Club,  '28;   Home  Economics 

Club,  '28;   Athletic  Association,  '26,  '27. 

Estelle  Jameson A  A  Z 

MISSISSIPPI 

Lila  Kennedy 2  W  I 

FLORIDA 
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Sophomore    Class 


Alice  Kretsinger A  A  2 

FLORIDA 

Samovar  Club,   '28. 

Grace  Lee A  A  2 

OKLAHOMA 

Hockey,  '28;  Basketball,  '28. 

Pattie  Jane  Purifoy A  X  2 

ARKANSAS 

Vice-President  of  Jet  Maskers,   '28. 

Mildred  Rainold 2  W  I 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '27,  '28. 

Dorothy  Reeves J  X  2 

FLORIDA 

Bit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '28. 
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Sophomore    Class 


Al.THHA   SCHWING A  X  2 

LOUISIANA 

lit  and  Spur  Club,  '28;  Athletic  Association,  '28. 

Kathryx  Sheehv J  X  -1 

ILLINOIS 

Basketball,  '28;  Prep  Varsitv  Hockev,  '28;  Samo- 
var Club,   '28;  Bit  and   Spur  Club,   '28;    Illinois 
Club,   '28. 

Josephine  Shuford A  A  E 

ARKANSAS 

Secretary    of    Delta    Alpha     Sigma,     '28;     Home 
Economics  Club,  '28. 

Martha  Smith 2  W  I 

MISSISSIPPI 

Samovar   Club,   '28;    Secretarv   and  Treasurer  of 
Coast   Club,  "'28. 

Jeane  Spixdler 2  W  I 

ILLINOIS 

Captain  of  Class  and  Prep  Hockey,  '28;  Basket- 
ball,  '28;    Athletic  Association,   '27,   '2^;    Bit   and 
Spur,    '28;    Illinois  Club,   '28. 
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Louise  Stephenson 2  W  I 

INDIANA 

Samovar  Club,  '28;   Home  Economics  Club,  '28; 

Swimming   Team,    '28;   Treasurer   of    Sigma    Psi 

Iota,   '28. 


Mary  Katherine  Sterling    .    .  A  X  2 

TEXAS 

Home   Economics  Club,   '28. 


Jane  Elliott  Stribling  .    .    .    .  A  A  2 

OHIO 

Swimming  Team,   '28;   Bit   and   Spur  Club,  '28. 


Susan  Alice  Taylor 2  W  I 

MISSISSIPPI 

Secretary  of  Sigma  Psi  Iota,  '28;   Athletic  Asso- 
ciation,   '28 ;    Mississippi    Club,    '28. 


Muriel  Tracey 

MISSISSIPPI 

Coast  Club,  '27.  -2S. 
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The  Letters  of  a  Sophomore 

Dear  Cousin  Sally: 

I  take  my  pen  in  hand  to  write  you  a  few  lines  about  my  boarding  school.  Dear 
Mama  informed  you  that  we  had  arrived  safely  here.  We  were  able  to  ride  as  far 
as  Mobile  by  steam  engine,  but  from  there  we  travelled  by  means  of  coach.  Mama 
dear  was  fatigued  when  we  at  last  arrived,  but  I  had  never  felt  heartier.  We  have 
been  favorably  impressed  by  the  seminary;  I  am  sure  it  will  endear  itself  to  me  as 
the  days  go  by.  My  classmates  are  all  quite  amiable  young  ladies.  My  roommate 
is  an  impudent  and  lovable  lass,  by  name  Emma  Hodge.  Her  complexion  is  fair,  her 
hair  is  flaxen,  and  her  eyes  are  blue  ;  and  though  she  has  a  tongue  in  her  head,  I  feel 
sure  that  we  shall  suit  each  other.  Please  remember  me  to  Uncle  Ed  and  Aunt  Matilda. 
I  hope  this  finds  all  of  you  in  the  best  of  health. 

I  am  you  very  loving  and  humble 

Cousin  Ellen. 


My  dear  Cousin  Sally: 

I  have  sadly  neglected  you,  I  fear,  and  I  do  beg  of  you  forgiveness.  My  life  here 
is  indeed  absorbing.  I  find  there  is  a  great  number  of  rather  amazing  young  ladies 
here  at  the  seminary.  One  of  them  we  are  accustomed  to  addressing  by  the  uncom- 
plimentary name  of  "Goat."  I  was  greatly  puzzled  when  I  first  heard  her  so  addressed, 
but  one  of  my  classmates  informed  me  that  Goat  had  once  been  heard  to  remark  that 
she  was  well  nigh  capable  of  eating  tins  so  great  was  her  appetite. 

I  must  confess  to  you  I  did  play  at  cards  yesterday  which  is  much  against  the  sem- 
inary rules.  Aggie  Ulrich  did  teach  me  the  rules  of  whist,  and  I  found  it  most  enter- 
taining. I  do  beg  of  you  not  to  retell  that  to  Aunt  Matilda  as  I  feel  certain  she  would 
be  greatly  alarmed  if  she  thought  I  was  cursed  with  the  love  of  card  playing.  You,  my 
dear  cousin,  will  know  it  was  but  a  school  girl  prank.  I  do  hope  you  are  enjoying  the 
best  of  health  as  I  am. 

I  am  your  very  loving  and  humble 

Cousin  Ellen. 


My  dear  Cousin  Sally: 

I  have  been  working  earnestly  at  my  sampler  in  order  that  I  may  have  it  com- 
pleted by  June.  My  dear  teacher  was  pleased  to  inform  me  yesterday  that  my  needle- 
work had  indeed  improved.  Perhaps  my  fingers  will  someday  be  as  nimble  as  dear 
Mama's.  I  am  loath  to  think  of  leaving  this  dear  old  place  even  just  for  three  months. 
I  am  grieved  to  think  that  some  of  my  dear  school  mates  will  be  graduated  and  will, 
therefore,  not  be  back  next  September,  but  I  should  be  overcome  could  I  not  return. 
Never-the-less,  dear  Cousin,  I  shall  be  overwhelmed  with  delight  at  seeing  you  and 
your  family. 

I  am  as  ever  your  faithful  and  loving 

Cousin  Ellen. 
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Dorothy   Baldwin,    Augusta    Benners,    Edith    Benson,    Straus   Berthaut,    Margaret   Booth, 

Jeanne  Butler,  Elene  Carter,  Carol  Dean,  Peggy  Engman,  Louise  Forbes,  Frances  French, 

Mary  Garretson,  Gilberta  Gilbert,  Mary  Frances  Goodrich,  Lucie  Gutierrez. 
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Freshman    Class 


Christine  Hadsell,  Barbara  Harbeson,  Sarah  Hill,  Catherine  Murrey,  Alice  Parker,  Mar- 
jorie  Raymond,  Marietta  Reimers,  Babette  Rothschild,  Mary  Sue  Simpson,  Rosi.yn  Sincere, 
Josephine    Smith,    Jane    Thompson,    Rose    Thompson,    Alberta    Morion,    Aline    Wetherbee, 

Ethel  Garic 
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The  Freshman  Class 


'ISS  Ruth  Rothschild  paused  for  a  last  farewell  before  she  stepped  into  her 
classy  flivver  to  leave  Gulf  Park.  "Dear  little  Dot  Baldwin,"  she  said  as 
she  placed  her  hand  on  the  steering  wheel.  She  stepped  on  the  starter  (Mary 
Garretson),  but  there  was  no  response  from  the  engine.  "Isn't  that  just  like  Sarah 
Hill,  Augusta  Benners,  Ethel  Garic,  Alberta  Morton,  Carolyn  Stanton,  and  Josephine 
Smith,  asleep  on  the  job!"  she  exclaimed.  Seizing  Aline  Wetherbee,  she  went  out  to 
crank  the  car.  Still  the  engine  refused  to  start.  "Our  Venus,"  she  thought,  as  she 
screwed  Babette  Rothschild  off  the  radiator  to  see  if  there  was  any  water.  Sure 
enough,  there  was  none.  After  filling  the  radiator,  she  again  cranked  the  car.  This 
time  the  engine  responded  perfectly  (?).  Stepping  on  Edith  Benson,  she  accelerated 
the  speed.  And  the  wheels  (Jane  Tompson)  wobbly  as  thy  were,  began  to  turn. 
"Christine  Hadsell  is  in  good  condition,"  she  thought  as  she  went  over  a  bump  and 
did  not  receive  a  shock,  though  Frances  French  (the  fenders)  rattled  mightily.  As 
evening  wore  on,  she  turned  on  the  head  lights.  "Dear  Marjorie  Raymond  is  as 
bright  as  ever."  Suddenly  before  her  loomed  a  truck.  She  blew  Dickie  Thompson, 
which  was,  indeed,  a  dreadful  note.  She  applied  the  brakes,  which  of  course,  did  not 
work.  "Catherine  Murray  isn't  holding,"  she  said  angrily.  But  applying  the  emer- 
gency (  Peggy  Engman),  she  barely  grazed  the  truck  with  her  bumper  (Alice  Parker), 
and  punctured  her  tire.  "Jean  Butler  gone  flat  again !"  she  exclaimed,  and  hastened 
to  put  Elizabeth  Cameron  in  her  place.  Stepping  into  the  car  she  noticed  that  the 
windshield  was  slightly  cracked.  "Oh,  dear,"  she  said,  "isn't  that  just  like  Bobby 
Harbeson?"  Miss  Rothschild  then  heard  the  "putt,  putt"  of  a  motorcycle,  and  uneasily 
shifted  her  position  on  the  seat  (Margaret  Booth).  The  motor  cop  rudely  jumped 
on  the  running  board.  "Be  careful,"  she  said,  "you'll  hurt  Carol  Dean.  She's  always 
treated  rough,  anyway." 

"Lady,"  said  the  cop,  "you  can't  drive  without  a  tail  light  in  this  state." 
"Oh,  dear,"  said  Miss  Rothschild,  "has  Lucie  Gutierrez  gone  out  again?"  She 
opened  Mary  Sue  Simpson  and  climbed  out.  She  shook  Lucie  till  the  wires  touched, 
wiped  off  from  the  license  plate  (Gilberta  Gilbert),  the  smut  caused  by  the  heavy 
exhaust  (Straus  Berthaut),  looked  at  the  gas  tank  (Rosylin  Sincere),  and  exclaimed, 
"Oh,  dear,  leaking  again."  She  looked  at  the  oil  gage  and  said,  "Sandy  Goodrich  is 
getting  low  again."  She  then  adjusted  the  top  (Marietta  Reimers)  and  started  on. 
Miss  Rothschild  arrived  at  home  two  weeks  later — on  the  train. 
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Second    Year   Class 


Margaret  Baker  Nellie  Boden  Enid  Biddle  Barbara  Colema.v 

Martha  DeWitt  Nancy  Dickson  Jeanne  Emmert  Marco  Gack 

Stella  Gex  Laura  Hardy  Kathleen  McCain         Ruth  Sherrill 

Willie  Mae  Sloan         Kathryn  White  Sophie  Marie  Loeb 
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First    Year    Class 

Iris  Biddle 

Merle   Clown  ey 

Eleanor  Koppelman 

Janet  Childs 

Virginia  Hortenstine 

Elizabeth  Roden 
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ORGANIZATION  S 


..    .      *>*". **&-<**&&**  -  "~"^.v. 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

Elizabeth  Werner  . President  Elizabeth   Davis Treasurer 

Betty  Owen Vice-President  Mary   Gillette Secretary 

Cabinet 
Winston  Tutwiler  Adaline  Temple  Beth  Kinnebrew 

Betty  Starr  Helen  Holzer  Josephine  Shuford 


Elizabeth  Stallcup 
Edna  Mae  Quest  .  . 
Josephine    Shuford   . 


Ayleene  Banks 
Martha  Bass 
Lauraine  Barbour 
Adele  Brunhoff 
Ei.oise  Bonnett 
Carolene  Baldrv 
Jeanne   Butler 
Josephine  Blackman 
Enid  Biddle 
Iris  Biddle 
Dorothy  Baldwin 
Barbara    Coleman 
Ruth  Campbell 
Mildred   Cannon 
Nancy  Dixon 
Carol  Dean 
Virginia  Foster 
Milly  Fry 
Lillian  Grey 
Marco  Gack 


Delta  Alpha  Sigma 

•     .  President  Frances   Moross Treasurer 

Vice-President            Betty    Starr  . Chaplain 

.  Secretary             Vivian    Short  . Sponsor 

Members 

Stella  Gex  Lucile  Nydeccer 

Gilberta  Gilbert  Aspasia  North 

Mary  Garretson  Blanche  Owen 

Lucie   Gutierrez  Barbara  Phares 

Helen  Hutchinson  Phyllis  Person 

Helen  Hunter  Marjorie  Raymond 

Virginia  Guy  Hardee  Elizabeth  Rodkn 

Polly  Hubbard  Rachel   Shonfield 

Sarah  Hill  Josephine   Smith 

Estelle  Jameson  Marcaret  Shutts 

Elizabeth  Krafft  Jane    Striblinc 

Alice  Kretsincer  Willie  Mae  Sloan 

Marcaret  Lewis  Martha  Stinson 

Grace  Lee  Adaline  Temple 

Carra  Wood  Mixon  Winston   Tutwiler 

Catherine  Murray  Allie  Van  Hoozfr 

Alwillah  Mecherle  Clifton  Van  Hoozer 

Mildred  Mecherle  Elizabeth  Werner 

Lillie  McCormick  Mills  Waterfill 

Helen  Younc 
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Hazel   Ligon    . 
Emma   Jene    Hodge 
Jane  Shinn  .     .     . 


Frances   Anderson 
Charlotte  Bock 
Margaret  Baker 
Edith  Benson 
Barbara  Berry 
Featrice  Bolt 
Fanchon   Blackhall 
Virginia  Bredehoft 
Virginia  Buswell 
Eleanor    Carruth 
Eileene    Carter 
Mary   Carter 
Janet   Childs 
Helen   Clark 
Margaret  Clark 
Dorothy  Coleman 
Margaret  Coleman 
Elizabeth  Davis 
Faith  Davis 
Louise  Deal 


Delta  Chi  Sigma 

.     .     .     •     .  President  May  Richter Treasurer 

.     .     .   rice-President  Frances    High Chaplain 

Secretary  Margaret  Turner Sponsor 

Members 

Peggy  Engman  Miriam  Knowlton  Mariam  Richardson 

Louise  Forbes  Eleanor  Koppelman  Babette  Rothschild 

Mary  Franklin  Gladys  Larsen  Althea  Schwing 

Frances   French  Irene   Lawson  Kathryn   Sheehy 

Ethel    Garic  Sophie  Marie  Loeb  Elizabeth   Sorrier 

Mary  Gillette  Florence    Martin  Mary  C.   Sterlinc 

Ruth  Godding  Kathryn  Mason  Alyce  Storey 

Mary  Frances  Goodrich  Eleanor  Mickleberry  Margaret  Thigpen 

Nancy  Hackworth  Geraldine   Miller  Rose  Thompson 

Virginia   Hall  Dixie   Morris  Jane  Thompson 

Louise  Hammond  Margaret  Morrison  Fillie  Thompson 

Barbara  FIarbeson  Alberta  Morton  Marion  Tucker 

Jane  FIardy  Kathleen  McCain  Frances   I^llrich 

Laura  Hardy  Jeanne    Mac    Gregor  Lorraine  Watts 

Verona   Hardy  Clara  Mae  Orcutt  Meredith  Ward 

Frances    FIolm  Dorothy   Plant  Evelyn  Williamson 

FIelen   Holzer  Grace  Pryor  Kathryn  Wood 

Virginia    Hortenstine  Mildred  Polak  I.eona  Wolffs 

Harriette   Hosken  Pattie  Jane  Purifoy  Evelyn   Wolverton 

Virginia  Jackson  Dorothy  Reeves  Lindsay  Woodcock 
Marietta   Reimers 
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Sigma  Psi  Iota 


Imogene  Schuler President 

Hetty  Owen Vice-President 

Susan    Alice   Taylor Secretary 


Lillian  Simpson Treasurer 

Ellene  Peterson Chaplain 

Mary  Poitevent Sponsor 


Virginia  Abney 
Alice  Bohling 
Strauss   Berthaut 
Nellie   Boden 
Martha  Barrett 
Margaret  Bridger 
Catherine  Baker 
Margaret   Booth 
Augusta  Benners 
Miriam  Claussen 
Merle  Clowney- 
Marcuerite  Custer 
Mildred  Darwin 
Martha  Df.Witt 
Jeanne  Emmert 
Ellen  Fabricius 


Members 

Christine  Hadsell 
Mary  Hill 
Clara  Henderson 
Lila  Kennedy 
Louise   Kyle 
Shirly"  Krauss 
Ermine  Knoefel 
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The  Prize  Number 


LI.  RIGHT,  TOM,  I  guess  it's  up  to  me  to  win  that  bet,  but  heaven  alone  knows 
how  I'll  do  it,"  said  the  young  reporter  as  he  picked  up  his  hat  and  left  the  office. 
Hill  Williams  walked  down  the  stairs,  not  conscious  of  the  noise  and  racket  ol 
the  big  machines  which  were  printing  the  next  morning's  paper;  he  was  thinking 
about  the  statement  he  had  just  made.  Down  the  stairs  and  out  into  the  crowded  street  he  went, 
still  wondering  how  he  would  fill  the  bet.  It  all  seemed  a  dream,  that  he  would  wake  in  the 
morning  and  laugh  about  it,  but  it  was  no  dream — it  was  the  truth  and  he  must  realize  it. 
Why,  oh  why,  had  he  made  such  a  foolish  bet!  Imagine  him,  a  cub  reporter,  betting  that  he 
could  bring  in  the  greatest  copy  the  Trib  had  had  for  five  years.  It  was  a  rash  bet,  and  rash 
ideas  were  the  only  ones  which  seemed  a  solution.  Murder  someone?  No,  that  would  never 
do,  because  there  were  at  least  two  or  three  murders  every  day;  maybe  an  unusual  suicide  would 
serve,  but  Bill  could  not  think  of  one  which  was  unusual  enough;  to  find  anything  suitable 
seemed  impossible.  At  last  an  idea  came  to  him,  but  he  tried  to  forget  it  by  saying  that  it  was 
rash  and  foolish.  The  idea  stayed,  however,  and  finally  he  decided  to  try  it  because  he  could 
not  go  back  on  his  word. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  commotion  in  the  city  a  few  days  later  when  the  morning  papers 
were  read.  There  were  the  headlines,  "Take  your  chance  on  the  Masked  Man!"  What  did 
the  lines  mean?  The  curious  public  read  further — "A  city-wide  lottery  with  only  one  prize,  a 
masked  man  will  marry  the  woman  holding  the  lucky  ticket,  is  to  be  conducted  through  the  office 
of  this  newspaper."  As  the  readers  went  on  they  found  a  detailed  description  of  the  man.  A 
half  column  was  devoted  to  his  past,  the  two  years  he  had  attended  Yale,  the  two  years  spent 
at  the  University  of  Wisconsin,  also  the  year  he  had  received  his  degree  from  that  school  ;  no 
detail  save  the  man's  name  seemed  too  small  to  be  included.  The  announcement  caused  a  great 
deal  of  discussion ;  curiosity  spread  even  to  the  newspaper  staff.  It  seemed  strange  that  with 
all  the  material  which  must  have  been  gathered  before  the  article  could  have  been  written,  no 
one  knew  who  the  man  was.  The  editor  laughed  when  he  was  asked  and  only  said,  "Wait, 
you  will  see." 

The  city  waited  to  see!  One  paper  went  so  far  as  to  print  a  would-be  picture  of  the  masked 
man.  Other  papers  showed  pictures  of  many  women  buying  lottery  tickets.  In  every  place  to 
which  one  went  there  were  discussions  of  what  the  man  would  be  like.  Some  believed  he  was  a 
movie  actor  trying  to  get  publicity;  others  thought  that  he  was  all  a  fake;  still  others  advanced 
the  theory  that  the  man  was  starting  a  sensation  to  get  money  from  some  large  firm.  Every 
person    had    his   own    idea,    and    each    believed    he    was    right. 

The  sale  of  tickets  had  begun  on  Tuesday;  it  was  now  Thursday,  and  on  Saturday  the  prize 
ticket  was  to  be  drawn.     Bill   and   Tom  left  the  office  together. 

'"Well .  old  man,"  laughed  Tom,  "you  carried  out  your  bet  to  the  last  letter!  Why,  last  night 
the  chief  said  that  he  never  before  had  heard  of  one  story  holding  the  interest  of  so  many  people 
for  such  a  protracted  time,  and  that  he  was  sure  of  the  interest  lasting  until  Saturday  night. 
Just  think,  only  two  more  days,  and  then  you'll  know  who  the  bride-to-be  is.  Gosh,  won't  that 
be  great?     I'll  wager  she's  a  blond.     What's  your   guess?" 

"Can't  you  shut  up?  This  matter  got  past  the  laughing  stage  a  long  time  ago,''  angrily 
retorted  Bill.  "Only  yesterday  my  cook  asked  me — me  of  all  people — if  I  had  any  idea  who 
the  Masked  Man  was,  since  I  was  working  in  the  office  and  all  that,  she  thought  I  might  know. 
Knoiv!  I  guess  no  one  else  knows  him  as  well  as  I  do,  and  I  know  he's  tfie  biggest  damn 
fool  on  earth." 


Page  one  hundred  twenty-three 


"Well,  to  get  back  to  your  cook,"  queried  Tom,  "did  you  ask  her  why  she  wanted  tu  know 
who  he  was?" 

"Yes,"  admitted  Bill.  "I  asked,  and  she  said  she  had  bought  two  tickets,  number  five  and 
number  one  thousand,  and  she  would  just  like  to  know  what  he  was  like.  As  if  I  cared  how 
many  tickets  she  had  or  what  numbers  they  were!  Yes,  and  did  you  see  the  picture  of  Madelon 
Brown,  the  leader  of  the  young  society  crowd,  buying  eight  hundred  tickets — oh,  this  is  awful. 
I'd  be  willing  to  pay  a  thousand  cash  to  anyone  who  would  take  my  place  and  be  the  disguised." 

"Poor  Bill,"  consoled  Tom,  "don't  give  up  the  ship  yet.  The  lucky  person  will  probably  be 
Miss  Brown;  it  seems  as  if  she  ought  to  stand  the  best  chance,  but  she  has  nothing  on  Mrs. 
Carter,  the  rich  widow,  who  bought  one  thousand  tickets  and  insisted  that  she  be  given  one 
ticket  from  each  hundred.  With  such  chances  among  the  society  women,  it  looks  to  me  as  if 
you  are  going  to  be  sitting  pretty  the  rest  of  your  life.  But  I'll  let  you  rest  in  peace  for  a  while; 
this  is  where  I  turn  off,"   and  Tom  went  down  the   little  side  street  toward  his  room. 

Saturday  evening  arrived  and  Bill  was  so  nervous  that  he  could  hardly  speak.  The  drawing 
was  to  take  place  at  nine  o'clock,  and  it  was  now  eight.  To  cap  the  evening,  Tom  came  in  and 
said  he  refused  to  let  Bill  see  the  number  until  the  following  morning  when  it  would  come  out 
in  the  paper.  It  was  in  vain  that  Bill  tried  to  argue  and  to  stay.  He  was  put  out  of  the  office 
and   then   there  was  no  means  of   learning  the   lucky   number   until   the   next   day. 

All  night  long  he  tossed  to  and  fro,  and  when  he  finally  dropped  into  a  fitful  sleep  he 
dreamed  that  all  the  women  in  the  world  were  passing  before  him  in  review,  each  holding  a 
ticket — that  finally  one  stepped  forward  and  said  she  was  Helen  of  Troy,  and  that  she  held 
the  prize  number,  but  she  guessed  there  would  have  to  be  another  Trojan  War  before  he  could 
claim  her.  Bill  was  rudely  awakened  by  a  newsboy  who  was  calling  "Ex-tra,  ex-tra !  The  prize- 
winning  number  is  announced!  Get  your  copy!  See  if  you're  the  lucky  one!  Also  see  the  Masked 
Man  without  his  mask  and  learn  his  name!" 

Bill  hurriedly  dressed  and  ran  to  get  his  copy.  He  took  the  paper  with  trembling  hands. 
Yes,  there  was  his  picture  and  his  name;  it  was  no  mad  dream,  and  the  prize-winning  num- 
ber was  five.  Five?  Where  had  ho  heard  that  number  before?  He  groaned,  realizing  it  was 
the  number  of  the  ticket  his  cook  held  ! 

Helen  Young. 
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Mail 


VJ^^^IIE  teachers  have  learned  that  when  the  long  awaited  gong  finally  sounds  tor  dinner 
M  \s\  they  should  leap  quickly  aside.  Some  have  found  that  when  they  climb  on  top  of 
^L  M  their  desks,   they   are   in   less  danger   than   when   they   trust  to   the   frail   chairs  for   pro- 

^^*^^  tection.  In  many  of  the  classes,  however,  this  means  of  escape  is  of  no  avail.  The 
stampeding  herd  pushes  everything  out  of  its  way,  and  the  frightened  teacher  who  seeks  refuge 
on  the  top  of  her  desk  has  a  most  awkward  time  in  keeping  her  balance.  My  fourth-period  class 
teacher  first  suggested  and  later  demanded  that  we  remain  in  her  class  until  she  dismissed  us. 
And  so  with  hooks  in  hand  and  eyes  on  the  floor,  we  crouch  like  runners  waiting  for  the 
pistol  shot.  At  last,  we  are  released;  we  sweep  into  the  hall  and  join  the  thundering  herd.  No 
matter  how  fast  we  run,  when  we  reach  the  post  office,  we  find  a  crowd  before  us.  A  mob 
scene  follows.  A  few  teachers  who  have  made  gallant  attempts  to  get  their  mail  before  the 
arrival  of  the  crowd,  suddenly  find  that  they  are  being  unceremoniously  pushed  through  the 
mail  boxes  or  picked  up  bodily  and  set  out  of  the  way.  The  strongest  and  rudest  girl  gets  her 
mail  first,  but  alas!! — she  has  no  exit.  She  is  forced  to  wait  until  some  of  those  she  has  pushed 
aside  have  reached  the  coveted  goal.  At  last,  after  a  terrific  struggle,  she  emerges  victorious. 
Her  hair  is  disheveled,  she  has  a  scratch  on  her  arm,  and  probably  a  tear  in  her  dress  in  ad- 
dition to  a  knot  on  her  head,  caused  by  colliding  with  an  open  mail  box  door.  She  becomes  in- 
deed, a  fearful  sight!!  She  tears  the  envelope  of  a  letter  and  greedily  reads  the  contents.  She 
changes  her  facial  expression  and  exclaims  repeatedly!!  She  finally  shoves  the  first  letter  into 
her  pocket  and  then  opens  another.  The  second  one  proves  to  be  an  advertisement  or  worse, 
still,  a  communication  from  some  little  bore  at  home  whose  letter  will  have  to  be  answered  be- 
cause the  family  wishes  it  to  be. 

The  bell  sounds  again  and  the  prize  fighters  go  to  luncheon.  A  train  of  slowly  moving 
idiots  makes  its  way  toward  the  dining  hall,  each  girl  so  absorbed  in  her  reading  that  she 
walks  aimlessly  into  chairs  and  people  without  even  realizing  her  actions.  Every  person  has 
her  eyes  glued  on  letters  while  her  mind  wanders  far  away.  After  the  dining  room  is  reached, 
sorrowful  looking  souls,  who  apparently  have  been  forgotten,  see  groups  of  teachers  limping 
in.    Many   are  the   dangers  of   the   noon-day   rush   upon   the   mail   boxes   at   Gulf   Park. 

Meredith  Ward, 


To   A   Friend 

It's  great  when  somebody  trusts  us, 
Sees  in   us  only   the  best, 
Who  believes  sincere  our  motives, 
What  ever  may  be  the  test — 
Someone  whose  faith  never  wearies, 
Though  others  may  judge   amiss, 
I'll   say  life's  well   worth   the   living, 
For  you're   such   a   friend   as  this. 

Frances   High 
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The  Demon  Clock  of  Notre  Dame 

V4^^'IIE  interior  of  the  Auberge  at  Bruges  had  an  almo  t  ghost-like  appearance.  Around 
m  \i\  tne  fireplace,  on  whose  grate  were  burning  huge  pine  logs,  a  group  of  men  sat,  talk- 
^L  J   '"g  and   drinking.     The   bottles  of  Rhenish   wine   had   made  their   round   several   times, 

^^•^^     so  that  the  occupants  of  the  large  chairs  had   been  exhilarated  to  the  foolish   stage. 

All  five  of  the  men  were  strangers.  In  fact  they  had  never  seen  each  other  before  that  night 
in  the  Auberge.  Joseph  Boileau  made  a  fantastic  picture  in  the  firelight.  His  gleaming  red 
hair  shone  as  brilliant  as  the  bronze  kettles  that  hung  on  the  spit.  Indeed,  the  tale  he  was 
telling  equalled  the  strangeness  of  his  appearance.  His  voice  rang  out  clear  in  the  room,  ex- 
citing terror. 

"And  this  church,  Notre  Dame,  has  a  steeple  in  which  there  is  a  bronze  clock.  No  one  who 
has  entered  into  this  steeple  has  ever  come  out  alive.  Come  over  here  by  the  window,  and  you 
can  see  the  clock  from  here." 

Three  of  the  men  rose  rapidly  from  their  chairs  and  started  to  the  window.  The  fourth, 
however,  an  adventurer  from  Brussels,  Jean  Bruneau,  by  name,  remained  seated.  He  was  no 
fool.  At  the  cries  of  his  comrades,  he,  too,  rose  unsteadily  from  his  chair,  and  finally  reached 
the  window.  There  was  the  clock,  shining  almost  gold  in  the  cold  moonlight.  Its  numbers 
stood  out  clearly  like  great,  searching  eyes,  and  its  long,  thin  hands  seemed  grasping  out  for 
something.  Even  while  Jean  looked,  the  little  hand  pointed  its  finger  at  him,  and  its  voice 
could  be  heard  distinctly  saying: 

"Jean  Bruneau,  you  doubt  this  fantastic  tale,  but  if  you  will  come  up  to  see  me,  you,  too, 
may  not  come  out  alive." 

Jean  turned  away  in  scorn,  but  the  voice  shrieked  out: 

"You   would   not  dare.    You   are   a   coward." 

Now  Jean  was  young,  hot-headed,  and  in  love,  therefore  irresponsible,  consequently  he  ac- 
cepted the  challenge  of  the  foreboding  clock.  Another  bottle  of  Rhenish  wine,  and  the  five  men 
retired,  just  as  the  chimes  rang  out  the  bewitching  hour  of  midnight. 

When  Jean  awakened  in  the  morning,  he  remembered,  somewhat  faintly,  something  about 
the  huge  clock  in  the  steeple  of  Notre  Dame,  but  his  brain  was  clouded,  and  he  did  not  trouble 
himself  to  think  clearly.  He  called  for  more  wine,  and  passed  the  rest  of  the  morning  carousing 
with   his   friends.    The   red-haired   Joseph   entered. 

"Are  you   ready  to  go  to  the  church,"   he   demanded. 

"Of  course  not,  idiot.  This  is  not  the  Sabbath.  I'm  no  monk.  Come  in  and  help  us  get 
rid  of  this  wine." 

Joseph  entered  and  began  to  taunt  Jean. 

"I  thought  that  you  were  a  man  of  your  word,  Jean.  Did  you  not  solemnly  swear  that  ere 
the  sun  set  again,  you  would  explore  the  steeple  of  Notre  Dame,  to  explain  the  reason  for  it. 
mystery?" 

Ah!  It  all  came  back  to  Jean.  The  firelight,  his  companions,  the  clock  in  the  moonlight, 
its  horrible  challenge.  He  must  have  had  too  much  wine.  Surely  his  friends  would  not  hold 
him  responsible  for  an  oath  taken  in  an  intoxicated  condition.  It  was  clear,  however,  that 
Joseph   intended   to  hold   him  to  his  word.    Finally,  he   agreed   to  go  to  the  church. 

Although  the  innkeeper  begged  him  not  to  go,  warning  him  of  the  fate  of  former  ad- 
venturers, Jean  left  the  Auberge  about  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  After  walking  several 
block;  through  the  quaint  streets  of  Bruges,  he  came  within  sight  of  the  steeple  of  the  church. 
The  warm,  sunny  afternoon  entirely  dispelled  the  fears  of  the  ghost-like   night  before,   and   made 
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Jean  realize  that  the  tale  was  a  myth.  Never  had  a  clock  seemed  more  beautiful.  The  bronze 
hands  looked  like  burnished  copper  in  the  sunlight.  The  hands  pointed  to  three-thirty  o'clock. 
These  hands  were  peculiar  bars  fashioned  from  bronze,  beautifully  hand-wrought,  and  very 
sharp,  almost  as  thin  as  a  knife.  Jean  almost  turned  back,  rather  than  waste  his  time  on  a 
foolish  errand,  but  the  clock  was  a  work  of  art,  and  he  had  a  desire  to  examine  still  more 
closely  the  beautiful  hand-work  on  those  fascinating  hands.  He  walked  up  to  the  iron  door, 
pulled   it  open,  and   entered  the  church. 

The  interior  of  the  church  was  lovely.  The  light  shining  through  the  stained  glass  windows 
cast  little  shadows  of  colored  lights  here  and  there.  The  spires  of  the  altar  stretched  high  to 
the  roof,  and  seemed  praying  to  the  God  in  the  blue  heavens  above.  The  small  sacristy  lamp 
glowed  like  a  small  ball  of  fire  in  the  dusky  light.  The  statues  of  the  saints  were  placed  in 
silent  adoration.  Jean  paused  for  a  moment  before  he  entered  the  small  door  which  led  up  into 
the  steeple.  Life  was  indeed  worth  living  when  such  a  God  watched  out  for  one's  safety.  He 
said  a  short  prayer  and  started  up  the  stairs. 

After  climbing  for  a  few  minutes,  Jean  noticed  that  the  steps  became  weaker  and  creaked 
loudly.  Cobwebs  hung  from  the  steps  and  caught  in  his  hands  as  he  ascended.  There  were 
no  more  windows,  consequently  the  path  was  darkened  considerably.  It  was  now  necessary  to 
feel  his  way.  A  bat  flew  past  him  and  brushed  his  cheek.  For  a  moment  he  became  frightened, 
and  he  could  hear  his  heart  beating  audibly.  He  mastered  the  impulse  to  descend,  and  climbed 
on.    At  last,  entirely  out  of  breath,  he  reached  the  belfry; 

The  very  silence  of  the  place  appeared  a  source  of  peril  and  a  thing  to  strike  and  freeze 
the  calm  intruder.  Jean's  eyes  had  at  last  become  adapted  to  the  darkness  of  the  belfry  and  he 
glanced  around.  There  were  cracks  in  the  floor,  which  endangered  one's  life  if  one  were  not 
careful  where  one  walked.  In  the  corner  hung  two  large  ropes  covered  with  dust  and  cobwebs. 
They  appeared  as  snakes  hanging  there,  ready  to  wrap  their  coils  around  him  and  smother 
the  very  life  out  of  him.  These  were,  Jean  thought,  the  ropes  by  which  the  old  priests  used 
to  ring  the  bells  before  the  chimes  were  installed.  The  deathly  silence  which  reigned  there  was 
disturbed  only  by  the  birds,  rats,  and  mice,  which  were  at  liberty  to  run  about  and  make  a 
home  at  will. 

Jean  approached  the  clock.  It  was  a  work  of  beauty.  The  silence  was  beginning  to  make  him 
uneasy,  therefore  he  determined  to  descend  from  the  belfry.  True,  he  had  not  yet  found  the 
cause  of  the  much-disputed  mystery,  but  when  he  described  the  belfry  and  the  clock  to  his  com- 
panions, they  could  not  deny  that  he  had  accepted  the  challenge.  Besides,  the  belfry  was  so 
damp  that  he  would   probably  contract  pneumonia   if  he  did   not  descend. 

Just  as  he  turned  to  leave,  an  irresistible  impulse  to  look  down  into  the  street  seized  him, 
so  he  stuck  his  head  through  the  bronze  bars  of  the  clock.  No!  His  friends  had  not  followed 
him,  for  the  street  was  deserted.  His  eye  was  attracted  to  something  strange  on  the  ledge  of  the 
tower.  Terror  struck  his  heart.  It  was  a  human  skull.  He  attempted  to  remove  his  head  and 
could  not  withdraw  it.  He  looked  up.  The  huge  hands  were  knife  blades  gleaming  in  the  sun- 
light. The  solution  to  the  mystery  came  to  him  like  a  flash,  but  his  friends  would  never  know 
it.  When  any  person  inserted  his  head  through  the  clock,  it  was  severed  from  his  body  by 
the  '.harp  blade  of  the  minute  hand.  He  screamed  out,  but  he  could  not  be  heard  calling  from 
a  tower  three  hundred  and  fifty  feet  from  the  street.  The  minute  hand  said  ten  minutes  after 
four.  When  it  reached  four-thirty,  he  would  die.  He  must  await  execution  for  twenty  minutes. 
It  seemed  an  eternity,  yet  the  huge  blade  was  creeping  upon  him.  Eighteen  minutes  to  live! 
Life  had  been  short  and  sweet,  and  how  quickly  death,  with  its  grim  reaper,  had  claimed  him! 
He  thought  of  his  mother,  his  father,  the  small  cottage  where  he  had  passed  his  childhood. 
What  a  happy  boyhood   he   had   led,   free  from   worry,   happy   days  of   hunting  and   fishing. 
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How  surprised  his  family  would  be  when  he  did  not  return!  They  would  think  him  faith- 
less, and  that  would  be  a  disappointment.  If  he  could  only  explain,  he  would  feel  better,  lie 
glanced  at  the  hand  again.  Fifteen  minutes  more  to  live!  Cold  sweat  stood  out  on  his  fore- 
head. His  head  was  red  from  violent  tugging  with  which  he  had  sought  to  release  himself 
from  this  parasitic  monster.  He  had  yelled  himself  hoarse.  Rescue  seemed  impossible.  He  had 
so  short  a  time  to  reconcile  himself  to  God.  He  tried  to  think  of  his  sins,  but  his  thought^ 
kept  reverting  to  his  childhood.  He  was  becoming  frenzied.  Ten  more  minutes  to  live!  A 
large  bird  landed  on  the  ledge  and  began  to  peck  around.  It  dislodged  the  skull,  which  rolled 
off  the  ledge  down  to  the  street  below.  The  sharp  blade  was  creeping  nearer  and  nearer.  Jean 
uttered  a  shrill  cry  and  lost  all  consciousness.  The  falling  skull  attracted  the  attention  of  a 
chance  passerby,  who,  hearing  the  anguished  cry  of  Jean,   reached   him  just  in  time  to  save   him. 

When  Jean  awakened  he  was  back  at  the  Auberge  with  his  three  companions  bending  over 
him. 

"Your  storv  was  right,  Joseph,"  he  gasped.  "That  demon  clock  nearly  had  me  that  time,  but 
I  am  too  young  to  die." 

Jean  Bruneau,  the  romantic  adventurer  of  Brussels,  bears  no  longer  the  title  of  the  "reckless 
fool."  He  is  entirely  cured.  He  points  with  pride  to  his  prematurely  gray  hair,  and  tells  the 
storv  of  how  he  escaped  death  at  the  hands  of  the  demon  clock  of  Notre  Dame  at  Bruges. 

Fravcfs  Moross. 
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OUR   CARIBBEAN    CRUISE 


A  Legend  of  the  Rhine 


i 


There   was  a   maiden    passing  fair, 

Adopted  by  Sir  Ken, 
A  knight  who  had  two  worthy  sons, 

Both   capable   young  men. 

II 

They  could  not  keep  from  loving  her, 
She   was  so  bright  to   see; 

Coline  wooed  with  word   and  song, 
But  Robin  silently. 

Ill 

Sir  Ken  quothe  to  his  son  one  day, 

"Colin,   you   must   fight 
In  the  Crusades,  so  you  must  leave 

For  distant  lands  tonight." 

IV 

There  was  a   ma  den  passing  fair, 

Whose  lover  went  away. 
Making  her  a  holy  vow 

To  marry  her  some  day. 


The  years  rolled  on;  at  last  he  came, 

Her   lover   from   the   sea, 
But  with  him  was  a  Grecian  girl, 

His  wife,   in   company. 

VI 
There  was  a  maiden  passing  fair, 

Loved  by  Robin,  the  brave 
Robin  who  fought  his  brother  dear 

To   avenge  the  tricks  of  the  knave. 

VII 

The   Grecian   girl   with   a   seaman   bold 
From    her    husband's    house    did    flee, 

While   the   brothers   met   in   mortal    fight 
On   a  clearing  of  the  lea. 

VIII 

"You  shall  die  for  thy  deed,"  said  brave  Robin, 

"You   shall   not   live,"  quothe  he; 
Then  they  struck  and  killed  each  other — 

Two  corpses  on   the   lea. 


IX 


There  was    a   maiden   passing   fair, 

Who  said,   "Ah,   woe   is  me!" 
Next  morn  they  found  the  maiden  drowned, 

Kissed  by  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

Marigold  Lindelof 


Do  s  and  Don  ts 


Well,  sir,  if  I  live  through  this  year  at  school, 

I'll    think    I'm    doing    great; 

For  the  Do's  and  Don'ts  and   million  rules 

Put  me  in  an  awful  state. 

It's  don't  do  this,  don't  do  that; 

Don't  eat  too  much,  you  will   get  too   fat; 

Don't  make  any  noise,  don't  whistle  or  shout, 

Don't  even  pretend  that  you  want  to  get  out; 

Don't  leave  your  bedroom  after  "lights," 

Or  you  will  be  kept  in  the  library  nights; 


Don't  skip   any  meals,   and   never  be  late, 

Or    penalties    harsh    will    be    your    fate. 

Never  be  caught  chewing  gum — 

Mrs.  Cox  would  not  call  that  frolicsome. 

Never  toddle   'round  on   high-heeled    shoes, 

Or  your  privileges  you'll   be  sure  to  lose. 

This  may  sound  like  an  awful  ache, 

But  say,  this  impression  is  just  a  fake, 

For   everyone  here   is  as   gay   as   a   lark, 

And  the  place  we  love — 'tis  our  own  Gulf  Park. 

Grace  Prvor 
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We  Meddle   in  Shrimp  Consolidated 

OO  you  think  we'd  better  go?"   Little  May  asked  me   in  a   loud  stage  whisper. 
"Aw,  sure,"   I  said,  "why  not,  nobody  will   ever  know  it,  and  besides   who's  gut  the 
extra  money  for  bus  fare?" 

"No,"   said  Little  May,  "I   don't  think   we'd   better.     I'll   tell    him   we're    French    and 
we  didn't  understand   him.    He  looks  so  harmless,   I'd  hate  to  hurt  his   feelings." 

"Well,"  I  assented  reluctantly,  "but  it  does  seem  a  shame  not  to  accept  a  perfectly  good 
ride  when  it's  offered   to  you." 

"Hate  to  risk  it,"  Little  May  said;  and  she  addressed  the  man  in  the  car.  "Nous  so/runes 
Francois,  nous  ne  comprons  pas  I'ant/lais,  Merci, — Heavens,   Ibb,  I  can't  think   how   you   say  it — " 

"Ah,  ah,"  boomed  the  strange  fat  man  in  the  car.  "You  are  French  I  see.  I  am  Danish,  but 
I  visited  in  Frenchtown  once."  And  while  the  man  was  waxing  eloquent  over  his  visit  to 
Frenchtown,  the  bus  that  we  had  been  so  patiently  waiting  for  sped  past  at  a  tremendous  rate 
of  speed,  and  didn't  even  hesitate  to  take  on  passengers. 

"Oh,"   Little  May   and   I   groaned   of  one   accord.    "What  to   do    now?" 

"Why,"  said  our  friend   in  the  car,  "what  were  you  going  to  do  but   ride  with  me?" 

I  looked  at  Little  May,  and  I  could  tell  that  she  didn't  think  so  any  more  than  I  did.  We 
shook  our  heads  doubtfully. 

"But  they  sent  me  to  bring  you  back  to  the  hotel,"  the  man  insisted.  "I  assure  you  it's  all 
right,  for  who  am  I   but  a  delegate  of  the  Shrimp  Consolidated." 

Little  May  and  I  exchanged  glances.  It  must  be  all  right  we  decided.  It  seemed  logical 
enough  with  my  family  over  in  Biloxi ;  so  we  climbed  into  the  back  seat  of  the  Danish  man's 
car. 

"Columbus  took  a  chance,  and  he  borrowed  more  bus  fare  than  we  did,"  Little  May  com- 
mented as  we  started  off.  She  told  me  later  that  it  was  then  that  she  had  had  a  kind  of 
premonition  that   something  peculiar  was   about  to  take   place. 

Our  ride  to  Biloxi  was  comparatively  uneventful.  The  man  sputtered  around  about  the 
weather,  and  talked  long  and  loudly  about  the  advantages  of  those  who  possessed  wealth,  while 
Little  May  and  I  waged  war  concerning  to  which  one  of  us  would  be  intrusted  the  hand- 
kerchief that  had  our  combined  financial  effects  tied  in   its  corner. 

"Very  important  business,  yes,  exceedingly  important,"  we  heard  our  friend  and  driver  ex- 
claim as  we  passed  by  the  Biloxi  Hotel  at  which  my  parents  were  staying,  and  turned  into  the 
drive  of   another   hotel    a   short   distance   further   down   the   road. 

"I   think   something  is   rotten   in  this   state  of   Denmark,"    quoted   Little   May   knowingly. 

"My  sentiments  exactly,"  I  agreed,  and  at  that  moment  we  both  looked  up  and  beheld  a 
motlev  crowd  of  people  congregated  in  front  of  the  hotel,  and  more  people  hanging  out  of  its 
windows.    A   rousing  cheer  went  up  from  the  mob  as  our  car  stopped   in  the   middle  of   it. 

"Something's  up,"   wisely   commented   my   little   friend    and   companion. 

"So  glad  you  realize  it,"  I  replied,  and  before  we  had  time  for  further  discussion,  we 
found  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  the  gaping  multitude,   and   apparently  the  center  of   attraction. 

"Just  what  kind  of  a  game  is  this?"  I  inquired  of  our  Danish  friend  as  soon  as  the  op- 
portunity presented  itself. 

He  smiled  upon  us  benevolently,  but  made  no  endeavor  to  answer  my  question.  Instead,  he 
mounted  a  soap  box,  which  someone  had  conveniently  and  opportunely  put  in  his  way,  and 
began   addressing  the   seething  masses. 
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"Friends,  debtors,  and  creditors,"  he  bellowed  when  the  mob  had  at  length  assumed  a  com- 
parative quiet.  "Allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  at  last — these  two  young  ladies,  our  most  noble 
and  esteemed  benefactresses,  Saviors  of  the  Shrimp  Consolidated,  and — holders  of  your  month's 
wages — The    Misses   Smouse!" 

The  multitude  cheered,  they  wrung  our  hands  violently,  and  a  curious  bell  hop  leaned  too 
far  out  of  a  second-story  window,  lost  his  balance  and  fell  into  the  crowd,  while  it  slowly 
dawned  on  Little  May  and  me  than  <uoe  were  the  "Misses  Smouse,"  holders  of  a  month's  pay- 
roll,  benefactresses  of   a   Shrimp   something  or   other,    and   so   forth. 

"Well,  well,  imagine  our  surprise,"  chirruped  Little  May,  when  the  shock  of  realization  had 
thoroughly   penetrated   her   brain. 

"Shut  up,"  I  muttered,  "and  think  of  that  lone  fifty  cent  piece  tied  up  in  this  handkerchief — " 

"Migosh,"  groaned  Little  May,   "I   told  you  something  was  wrong  in  this  picture." 

"Right  this  way,  Misses  Smouse,  follow  me,"  someone  interrupted  helpfully,  after  we  had 
been  duly  congratulated,  stared  at,  and  trampled  upon.  There  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  fol- 
low the  someone.  He  led  us  into  a  small,  dingy  office  whose  sickly  green  walls  smirked  out  from 
behind  big,  gaudy  calendars  and  reminded  us  of  nasty  things. 

"We  will  now  close  the  deal,"  announced  an  important  fat  man  under  a  derby  hat,  shutting 
the  door  on  all  tho.e  who  had  been  unable  to  crowd  in,  and  thrusting  a  pen  in  my  direction. 

"Er — we  must  be  the  wrong  party,"  Little  May  burst  forth. 

"L'ut,  tut — "  a  man  behind  a  cigar  retorted. 

"You  are  not  wrong,"  another  man  added. 

"Indeed  you  are  the  wealthy   Misses  Smouse,"   still   another   volunteered. 

"I    see,"    said   Little    May   meekly. 

"Hut  you  see  we  really  aren't  the  right  ones.  We  haven't  any  money  at  all.  In  fact  we  are 
suffering  under  temporary  pecuniary  difficulties,"  I  tried  to  explain. 

"We  can  prove  that  the  money  is  in  your  hands,"  a  new  fat  man  insisted — and  it  was  just  at 
that  moment  that  our  one  and  only  coin,  the  borrowed  half  dollar,  slipped,  in  some  mysterious 
manner,  out  of  the  handkerchief  and  went  rolling  under  the  radiator.  I  dived  after  it,  but 
someone  had   covered   it  with  his  shoe. 

"Now,  see  here,  no  more  foolishness,  Miss  Smouse.  We  demand  the  immediate  pavment  of 
that  fifty  thousand  dollars  cash!"  thundered  the  big  man  under  the  derby.  "All  of  the  employees 
of  the  Shrimp  Consolidated  are  outside  waiting  for  their  month's  wages,  and  we  haven't  any 
time  to  waste.    There's  likely  to  be  a  riot — " 

"Yes  siree,  we  demand  immediate  payment,"  drawled  the  man  behind  the  cigar  as  he  reached 
behind  a  giant  calendar  and  produced  an  ugly  rifle  which  he  pointed  at  Little  May  and  me. 

"Something  has  got  to  be  done  about  this,"  whispered  Little  May.  "You  keep  them  talking 
a  while,  Ibb,  and  I'll  do  a  little  thinking." 

With  a  vision  of  the  headlines  of  the  evening  newspapers  before  me,  I  kept  up  the  argu- 
ment to  the  best  of  my  feeble  ability;  and  presently  Little  May  came  forth  with  the  grave 
and  startling  information  that  we  had  just  been  playing;  that  I  really  had  the  money,  and  would 
pay  for  one  hundred  shares  of  the  Shrimp  Consolidated  Stock  at  once. 

My  jaw  fell,  my  countenance  went  blank,  I  couldn't  believe  it  of  Little  May  after  all  these 
years;  but  no,  I  wasn't  dreaming  because  she  edged  over  and  gave  me  an  awful  poke  in  the 
ribs.    "Stop  gaping,"   she  commanded,  "or  else  they  might  think  we  haven't  any  money." 

"Oh,"  I  assented  very  dumbly,  closing  my  mouth  with  great  difficulty. 

A   telephone   was   ringing  somewhere.     It  had   been   ringing  for   hours. 
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"Sign  on  the  dotted  line,   and   hand   over  the  cash,   Miss  Smouse,"   I   heard  the  fat  man   say. 
lie   pushed   a   pen  into   my  hand. 

I  felt  very  giddy.    "Answer  that  telephone  before  I  write  a  single  letter,"  I  ventured  heroically. 
"Nothing  doing,"   the   man    returned   wagging  the   gun   at   me. 

"You   stop   that    ungodly   telephone   from    ringing,"   I    shrieked,    "or " 

"Ibby,   say  Ihbv,   for  the  lova  Mike,  wake  up.    That  was  the   last  bell — r 

"Oh!"  I  said.   "Oh,"  I  repeated;  and  I  jumped  into  some  clothes  and  dashed  down  to  breakfast. 

Elizabeth  Krafft. 


The  Death  of  Andrew  Gum^. 


There   was   a  man   named  Andy   Gump, 
Whose  self-esteem  was  great; 

And   often   to   his  little  son 
His  fame  he  would  relate. 


"You'll  never  be  a  worthy  man, 
Oh,    Chester,   my   dear   lad," 

Said    Andy   to   his   little   son, 
"Why  can't  you  be  like  Dad?' 


"All    great   men   were   much    alike. 

When  they  were  young,  they'd   try 
To  mind  their  folks,  my  little  son, 
Without  first  asking,  'Why?'" 

"Now  Washington's  my  type  of  man, 
And    noble  was   his  youth. 
If   you    recall,    my    little   son, 
He   always  told  the  truth. 

"He'd    rather   suffer   pain   untold 
Than  ever  tell  a  lie ; 
And  just  like  he,  ray  little  son, 
I,   too,   would   rather   die. 

"If    ever   I   prevaricate 

I  hope  I  am  struck  dead ; 
The  untruthful  father  of  a  son 
Should  be  hit  on  the  head." 

Chester  at  once   became   impressed, 

And   vowed   his   father's  word 
Would   not  be,  by  the  little  son, 

Forgotten    or    unheard. 

Duty  bound,  he  went  off  and 

Unearthed   a   pipe  of  lead. 
Then,   aiming  well,   the   little  son 

Knocked   his  father  dead. 

May  Richter. 
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The  Death  Ship 


HOST!  A  victim  of  the  sea!  And  apparently  there  could  be  no  hope  of  aid.  On  the 
deck  of  the  Ryo  Yei  Maru  was  no  visible  sign  of  life  or  activity.  The  scorching 
rays  of  the  sun  hung  directly  overhead  and  exhaled  a  withering  heat  that  descended 
blanketwise  over  everything.  The  steady  fire  of  the  interminable  sun  was  sufficient 
to  overcome  any  animate  object.  All  about,  reaching  in  every  direction,  the  water  which  carried 
the  Ryo  Yei  Maru  on  its  smooth,  mirror-like  surface,  shone  in  reflected  glory,  its  various  tints 
resembling  a  million  sparkling  gems — sapphires,  diamonds,  emeralds  and  topazes.  The  glaring 
brilliance  would  have  dazzled  any  mortal  eye — had  there  been  a  mortal  eye  to  see  it.  The  sun 
was  omnipresent. 

Without  a  doubt  there  was  a  mystery  about  this  ship;  some  secret,  as  yet  unknown.  Had 
one  boarded  this  little  fishing  smack  the  stench  of  decaying  flesh  would  have  assailed  and  offended 
one's  nostrils;  and  over  in  one  corner,  exposed  to  the  merciless  rays  of  the  cruel  sun,  one  might 
have  seen  two  prostrate  bodies — both  of  them  men.  The  first  conclusion  would  have  been  that 
thev  were  stupified  by  the  heat;  a  most  natural  conclusion  when  one  takes  into  consideration 
the   existing  conditions. 

But  no!  There  was  a  slight,  barely  perceptible  motion  of  one  of  the  forms  as  it  turned  and 
revealed  the  face  of  an  American  gentleman — thin,  gaunt  and  emaciated.  Accompanying  the 
exertion  of  turning,  the  man  emitted   a   low    moan — almost  a  groan — like  a  soul  in  torture. 

The  body  next  to  him?  It  was  that  of  a  Jap;  judging  from  his  features  and  the  expression 
on  his  face  one  would  have  thought  he  was  a  very  well  educated  Jap — not  a  mere  coolie.  Both 
men   seemed   in   a  state  of  complete  exhaustion;   in   fact,   practically   in   a   coma. 

As  the  sun  continued  to  blaze,  the  American  opened  his  lips  and  feebly  muttered,  "water." 
The  word  seemed  to  stick  in  his  throat  and  choke  him.  Something  in  his  tone  aroused  the  Jap, 
who  said  in  an  anguished  voice,  "My  God,  Savage,  how  long  is  this  torture  to  last?'' 

"I  don't  know,  Yaling;  Sing  Foy  'went  west'  about  two  days  ago.  He  had  convulsions  to- 
ward  the  end — poor  devil.     You  were   unconscious  then." 

"Sing  Foy — you — say — he  died?"  repeated  the  Jap,  whose  senses  seemed  dulled.  "That  leaves 
only  you  and  me,  Dave,  out  of  the  original  crew  of  twelve  that  set  out — four  months  ago." 

"And  God  knows  we  can't  last  much  longer,  Yaling,  for  there  is  no  food  left — and  only  this 
cursed  salt  water  to  quench  a  man's  thirst.  And  instead  of  allaying  thirst,  it  goes  down  my 
throat  and  seems  to  rub  it  like  sandpaper." 

"I  know,"  Yaling  weakly  answered.  "I  know,''  and  then  he  gasped  and  turned  his  face  away. 

For  three  hours,  perhaps,  not  a  word  passed  between  the  two  men.  Then  suddenly  one  cried 
out  in  agony,  "This  hunger!     It  will  gnaw  out  my  vitals.     And  my  throat — it  is  parched!" 

"Listen,  Savage,"  mumbled  the  Jap,  "you  and  1  will  have  to  face  facts  squarely  sometime — 
why   not   now  ?" 

"Yes?"  questioned  the  American. 

"We  have  been  drifting  four  months  now — ever  since  that  damnable  gasoline  engine  stalled." 
The   American    nodded    in    confirmation. 

"One  by  one  the  crew  has  died  ;  you  know  as  well  as  I  what  was  done  with  their  bodies," 
continued  the  Jap.  "Look  around  you  and  see  their  blanched  bones.  But  enough — some 
things,  too  horrible  to  recall,  are  better  unsaid."  A  tremor  shook  the  frame  of  David  Savage, 
as  though  he  had  been  bothered  by  a  bad  dream.  Yes,  how  true  it  was — "some  things,  too 
horrible   to   repeat,   are   better   unsaid." 

The  Jap  seemed  to  be  talking  with  a  definite  aim  in  mind.  Apparently  he  wanted  to  "drive 
home"  to  the  mind  of  his  companion  his  own  idea,  for  he  went  on   speaking  at  some  length. 
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"The  supplies  are  all  gone.  We  have  already  eaten  the  ropes  of  the  sails,  the  leather  of 
our  shoes,  and  .  .  ."  he  hesitated,  then  finished  weakly,  "other  things.  Maybe  tomorrow, 
maybe  the  next  day,  and  maybe  in  a  week,  either  you  or  I  will  'check  out.'  But  one  of  us  must 
survive  to  give  a  report  of  what  has  taken  place  aboard  this  death  ship — should  we  be  rescued. 
And  in  order  to  live  we  must  have  sustenance.  Neither  of  us  would  be  willing  to  sacrifice 
himself,   for  I   have  a  wife  awaiting  my  return,  and  you — you  have   a   sweetheart.'' 

At  the  mention  of  Catharine,  his  sweetheart,  David  stirred  from  his  lethargy.  For  the  first 
time  he  comprehended  the  meaning  of  all  that  Yo  Yaling  had  been  saying.  "You  mean,"  he 
asked  in  a  startled,  horrified  manner,  "that  one  of  us  must  be  a  victim  of  the  other?  That 
we  must  cast  lots,  and  whichever  one  the  lot  falls  against  will  be  .  .  ."  his  voice  faded  to 
a  whisper  as  he  shuddered  at  the  gruesome  thought  of  one  human  being  devouring  his  fellow  man. 

"Yes,  my  friend,  I  mean  just  that,"  responded  Yo  Yaling.     "Can't  you  see — it  has  to  be  thus?" 

"I  suppose  you  are  right,"  David  reluctantly  assented,  "but  somehow — it  isn't  human — it 
doesn't   seem   civilized." 

"It  isn't  civilized,  Dave,  but  it  has:  to  be.  We're  reduced  to  terrible  straits.  I  have  here  a 
coin;  let  us  flip  it.     As  you  say,  'heads  you  win,  tails  you  lose.'     Are  you  game?" 

Yes." 

The  coin  flew  up  into  the  air;  thus  lightly  were  the  lives  of  two  men  thrown  into  the  bal- 
ance. It  came  down.  Neither  man  looked  to  learn  his  fate;  both  lacked  the  courage.  After 
a  minute  or  two,  David  looked — then,  without  the  slightest  display  of  emotion  he  quietly  turned 
away- — gazing  out  over  the  limitless  expanse  of  water.  This  action  prompted  Yaling  to  look 
also.  "It  isn't  fair!"  he  cried  out  in  alarm.  "It  should  have  fallen  against  me.  You  are  an 
American — a  race  acknowledged  by  all  to  be  better  than  the  Japanese.     No,  no — it  can't  be  you." 

"Hush,"  commanded  David.  "This  is  once  when  race  prejudice  must  take  a  back  seat.  We 
agreed  to  the  provisions  before  you  flipped ;  the  lot  has  gone  against  me.  That  is  all.  Let  us 
speak  of  it  no  more" — and  something  in  the  finality  of  his  tone  demanded   respect. 

Some  six  hours  later  all  was  quiet  aboard  the  Ryo  Yei  Maru.  A  few  silvery  rays  of  moon- 
light filtered  through  the  cloudy  heavens,  making  visible  the  outline  of  surrounding  objects.  The 
American  seemed  to  be  in  a  stupor;  his  inert  body  lay  supine  on  the  deck.  A  shadow  crept 
stealthily  along;  step  by  step  it  approached  the  figure  of  David.  Halting,  it  stopped  completely. 
It  was  Yo  Yaling.  He  waited  noiselessly  for  a  moment  that  he  might  make  sure  David  was 
unconscious.  Then,  reluctantly  but  firmly,  he  withdrew  from  his  loosely  knotted  sash  a  dagger, 
and  with  swift,  sure  aim  plunged  it  into  the  breast  of  the  American.  A  spurt  of  some  warm 
fluid  told  him  his  mission  was  accomplished.  The  clouds  of  heaven  massed  together  and  covered 
the  moon,  obscuring  from  human  sight  the  sinister  scene  which  ensued. 

And  four  months  later  the  following  article  was  clipped  from  one  of  the  country's  leading 
newspapers.  It  is  the  only  record  we  have  of  those  twelve  mortals  whose  lives  were  snuffed 
out  like  the  flame  of  a  candle: 

"Dead  Man  in  Boat  Drifts  Across  Ocean. 

"Seattle,  Wash.,  Nov.  i. —  (A.  P.) — Dead  of  starvation,  despite  evidence  indicating  he  had 
devoured  the  bodies  of  eight  of  his  shipmates,  the  last  to  survive  of  the  crew  of  the  Japanese 
fishing  smack,  Ryo  Yei  Maru,  meaning  "good  and  prosperous,"  arrived  at  Port  Townsend  today, 
aboard  his  pilotless  vessel  after  drifting  with  the  sea  currents  more  than  4,000  miles  from  the 
coast  of  Japan. 

"Physicians  from  the  United  States  quarantine  station  who  went  aboard  the  Ryo  Yei  Maru 
said  there  was  no  question  but  that  cannibalism  had  been  practised  by  the  last  survivor  of  the 
crew.     The  bones  of  eight  human  beings'  were  found   aboard  the  derelict. 
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"The  Japanese  boat  was  picked  up  by  the  freighter  Margaret  Dollar  off  the  Washington 
coast  yesterday  and  towed  to  quarantine  at  Port  Townsend.  United  States  customs  officials  took 
charge   of   the    boat,    which    was   of    sturdy    and    fairly    recent    construction. 

"The  body  of  the  sailor,  emaciated  and  partly  mummified,  will  be  taken  ashore  as  soon  as  the 
vessel   is  fumigated.     No   food   or   water   was  found   in   the   ship,   and   the   engine   was  disabled. 

"Barely  decipherable  Japanese  characters  scrawled  upon  a  board  in  the  death  ship's  cabin 
gave  a   meager   record   of  the   last  days  of  the  starving  crew. 

"The  writing  indicated  that  the  ship  drifted  helplessly  for  seven  months  after  the  captain  and 
crew  of  twelve  despaired  of  repairing  their  stalled  engine.  The  scrawled  and  faded  script  in 
the  cabin  revealed  that  three  months  ago  the  starving  men  gave  up  hope  of  living  when  they 
saw   the   first  of  their   number   die. 

"Dr.  L.  P.  Seavey,  United  States  quarantine  officer  at  Port  Townsend,  announced  that  the 
whitening  bones  strewn  about  the  deck  of  the  derelict  craft  were  of  human  beings — eight  in   all." 

Florence  Martin. 
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One  of  the  boys  at  the  Senior  dance,  who 
had   visited    school    before: 

"Howdee,  Doc!!  how's  the  monkey?  I-er- 
er-mean    Almirante." 


Miss  Turner:  "Margaret,  run  up  that  win- 
dow shade  for  me,  will  you?" 

Margaret:      "What'd     ya     think     I     am,     a 

monkey?" 

Morross:  "Maybe  my  marks  aren't  knocking 
them  cold !  !" 

Tutty:    "What   are   you   getting?    Zero's?" 

*     #     * 

Leona  (in  History  of  Music  Class)  :  "Say 
Eddie,    what's    an    operetta?" 

Eddie:  "Don't  be  dumb — it's  a  girl  who 
works  for  the  telephone  company." 


The  Student's  Psalm 

Miss  Short  is  my  teacher:  I  shall   not  pass. 

She  maketh  me  to  prove  dense  propositions. 

She  maketh  me  to  expose  my  ignorance  be- 
fore my  class. 

She  maketh  me  to  draw  figures  on  the 
blackboard    for   my   grade's   sake. 

Yea,  though  I  study  until  midnight  I  can 
imbibe   no   geometry. 

The  propositions  trouble  me  and  the  orig- 
inals sorely  bother  me. 

She  prepareth  troubles  for  me  in  the  pres- 
ence of  my  class. 

She   giveth   me    low   grades. 

My  pen  runneth  over. 

Surely  zeroes  and  conditions  shall  follow 
me  all  the  days  of  my  life  and  I  shall  dwell 
in  the  class  of  geometry  forever. 


*     #     # 


Emmie:  "Some  of  the  happiest  years  of  my 
life  have  been  spent  as  a  Freshman  at  Gulf 
Park   College." 


Miss  Dodds:  "For  the  first  meeting  of  the 
class,  we  will  start  by  naming  some  of  the 
lower  animals,  beginning  with  Miss  Tutwiler 
in  the  first  seat." 
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Pop  Was  Inattentive 

''Maw,  didn't  you  hear  the  missionary  say 
the    heathens    didn't    wear    any    clothes?" 

"Well,  then,  why  did  Pop  put  a  button  in 
the  collection   plate?" 


Snatches  of  conversation  heard   in  the  book 
store    at   the   beginning  of   school. 
"How  much  are  Psyc  books?" 
"Four  dollars." 

"How  much  are  Latin  books?" 
"A  dollar  and   sixty  cents." 
"Guess  I'll  take  Latin." 


If  They  Were  Mixed 

Onyx  Hosiery — Best  in  the  long  run. 
Ford — I'd   walk   a   mile   for   a    Camel. 
Fatima — I'se   in   town,    Honey. 
B.  V.  D.'s — Ask  the  man  who  owns  one. 
Listerine — What    a    difference    just    a     few 
cents   make.  — Exchange. 


Plato  says:  "College  bred  is  bred  that  re- 
quires an  awful  amount  of  dough,  is  seldom 
self-raising  and  usually  proves  to  be  a  good 
old  four-vear  loaf."  — Exchange. 


The  more  I  go  to  school  the  more  I  find 
out  I  don't  know,  and  the  more  I  find  out  I 
don't  know  the  dumber  I  think  myself,  so  I 
had  better  stop  school  before  I  discover  that  I 
am  crazv. 


"Do   vou   think   that   Miss   Evans   is   old?" 
"I  know  she  is.    She  told  me  she  once  taught 
Chaucer." 


Adele  to  Mama  Cox,  after  coming  in  late  to 
breakfast:  "I'm  sorry  that  I'm  so  late,  Mama 
Cox,  but — but — er  I  had  to  wash  my  neck 
and  ears.    I  swear  it  won't  happen  again." 


Miss  Crighton :    "I'll  give  you  just  one  day 
to  hand  your   paper   in." 

Florence  Martin:    "How  about  the  fourth  of 

July?" 
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Speaking  of  Goon  Times 

Ibb :  "Remember  when  we  first  met  in  the 
revolving  door?" 

Little  May:  "But  that  wasn't  the  first  time 
we   met." 

Ibb:  "Well,  that's  when  we  began  going 
around    together." 


Had  Been  There  Before 

First  Tramp:     "Why   don't   you   go   in   that 

place?     'Fraid   of   the   dog?" 

Second  Tramp:    "No,  but  my  pants  are." 

First   Tramp:     "Pants   are   what?" 

Second  Tramp:    "Frayed  on  account  of  the 

dog."  — Exchange. 


Hutch:    ''I  sing  a   little  just  to   kill   time." 
Dugie:     "Well,    you    certainly    have    an    ef- 
fective   weapon." 


Faith:  "You  might  at  least  thank  me.  I 
saved  you  from  being  criminally  murdered 
last  night." 

Ellie:     "How    did    you    ever    do    it?" 

Faith:    "I  changed   my  mind." 


Heard  in  Library 

Dickie:    "Have  you  the  'Pink  Canoe'?" 
Miss   Gillespie:    "No." 
Dickie:    "I  mean  the  'Red  Boat'." 
Miss  Gillespie:    "No — sorry." 
Dickie:    "What  I   do  mean  to  say  is,  have 
you   Omar   Khavan's  'Ruby  Yacht'." 


Play  on  Words 

Jerry:    "Give  me  those  documents." 
Boney:      "1    sent    them    to    the    blacksmith 
shop." 

Jerry:    "To  have  them  forged?" 
Boney:     "No,  to  get  them  filed." 


''Young  man,    when    were   you   born?" 
"April    second." 
"What!    late   again?" 


Heard  in  French  Class 

Miss  Yate;:   "Will  all  those  who  are  absent 
please  give  me  their  names." 
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"If  I  go  to  the  movies,  I'll  have  to  cut  two 
classes." 

"That's  all  right,  you  can  make  up  the 
sleep  any  old  time."  — Exchange. 

*  *     * 

The  teacher  who  comes  ten  minutes  late  to 
class  is  very  rare.  In  fact  she's  in  a  class 
by   herself. 

*  *     # 

Miss  Evans:  "I  tell  you  this  play  will  make 
you   think." 

Mick:    "What   is  it?    A   Miracle   play?" 


Jean    S.:     "I    saw    two    Sophs    chasing    a 

Freshman  across  the  campus." 

Grace   L. :    "Did   they   catch   her?" 

Jean:    "No.    She  stepped  on  a  set  of  scales 

and    got    a   weigh." 

*     *     * 

Mrs.  Hardy:  "Any  one  that  can't  hear  me 
in  the  back  of  the  room,  please  raise  your 
hand." 


Old  girl   during  initiation   week: 

"What's  the  difference  between  a  Fresh- 
man and  the  President  of  the  United  States?" 

Pledge  (puzzling  several  minutes):  "I 
don't   know." 

Old  girl:  "Why  you  conceited  thing!  !  You 
have  to  catch  ten  more  worms  for  that." 

*  *     * 

Markham  Hotel  Manager  (to  some  of  the 
Gulf  Park  girls  who  have  a  mania  for  col- 
lecting souveniers:  "Say,  what  are  you  tak- 
ing all  those  cuspidors  home  for?" 

Fran  Holm:  "I'm  taking  them  home  for 
my  dog." 

Manager:  "What  kind  of  a  dog  have  you?" 

Fran:    "A   Spitz." 

*  *     * 

Dr.  Vincent  (eating  cocktail  at  lunch)  : 
"It's  good  to  be  where  shrimp  are  native." 

Mama  Cox:  "Yes,  they  look  much  better 
when  they  have  their  hats  and  coats  off." 

*  *     * 

Clara  Mae,  during  exams:  "We  set  the 
clock  for  seven,  but  only  six  of  us  woke  up." 
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Liz  (writing  her  weekly  theme)  :  "Which 
is  correct,  a  herd  of  camels,  or  a  drove  of 
camels?" 

Dixie:  "I  always  thought  they  came  in 
packs." 


Ligon  says  there's  a  very  effective  tailor 
sign  in  Texas  which  reads  as  follows: 

"I.  B.  Adam  Taylor,  who  dyes  to  live  and 
has  regular  fits." 


Miss  Fulson  (in  History)  :  "I  suppose  you 
all  could  give  a  brief  sketch  of  Joan  of  Arc." 

Helen  H.:  "Miss  Fulson,  do  we  have  to 
know   her   dates?" 

Miss  Fulson:  "I  do  not  think  it  is  neces- 
sary. The  girls  of  today  have  a  hard  time 
keeping  up  with  their  own." 


Cabby:    "Taxi,  sir?" 

Cabbaged:     "Thanksh,    I    wash    wunnerin' 
what   it   wash."  — Exchange. 


Babs:  "That  tune  has  been  running  through 
my  head  all  day  long." 

Leona:  "Well,  it  certainly  has  a  clear  path." 


"Well,"  said  the  hotel  manager,  "you  say 
you  have  no  dog,  radio,  phonograph,  or  chil- 
dren.   You  seem  to  be  an  ideal  guest." 

"I  don't  want  to  keep  anything  from  you," 
said  the  prospective  guest,  "but  my  wife's  new 
shoes   squeak   a   bit."  — Exchange. 


Clara  Mae:  "What  makes  you  think  you're 
so   good  ?" 

Helen  Y. :  "I  can  run  a  mile  and  move  only 
two  feet." 
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BY-THE-SEA 
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KARL  FASOLD 
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GULFPORT,  MISS. 


THE  BANK  OF  FRIENDLY 
SERVICE 


HAUSMAN,  Inc. 


New  Orleans'  Leading  Jewelers 


SPECIAL     DEPARTMENT     FOR     COLLEGE 
AND    FRATERNITY    JEWELRY 

We  Carry  a  Full  Line  of  Favors  Suitable 
for  All  Occasions 


•  ^^» 


GOOD  SHOES  AND  HOSIERY 


Luggage,  Buckles,  and 
Women's  Hand  Dags 


Gulfport 


Hattiesburg 


Biloxi 


THE  MISSES'  SHOP 

Is  a  Shop  in  Love  With  Youth 


Here  are  gay  clothes,  dashing  in  line,  charming  in  color, 

and  just  right  sizes.     A  shop  you'll  be  eager 

to  enter  and  reluctant  to  leave 


THE  KREEGER  STORE 

INCORPORATED 

New  Orleans,  Louisiana 


Fire,  Marine,  Auto  Liability,  and 
Bona  Insurance 


THE  SNEED  INSURANCE  AGENCY 


Our  Patrons  Sleefi  Well" 


Telephone  1  70  Gulfport,  Miss. 


THE  GREAT  SOUTHERN  HOTEL 

The  Aristocrat  of  Southern 
Taverns 


Extends  a  Most  Cordial  Invitation 

to    All   to    Visit   Us    When 

in  Gulfport 


THE  HOST  TO  THE  COAST  FOR  A 
QUARTER  CENTURY 


WALK-OVER 

Tke  Store  of  Beautiful  Shoes 

A  GOOD  NAME 

The  name  of  Walk-Over  ranks  high  in  New 
Orleans  and  enjoys  a  reputation  to  be  envied 
and  guarded,  a  reputation  earned  and  main- 
tained by  selling  reliable,  stylish  footwear 
and  hosiery  at   fair  prices. 

JACOBS  BROS. 

WALK-OVER  SHOE  STORE 


807  Canal  Street 


NEW  ORLEANS,  LA. 


FIRE,  TORNADO,  LIABILITY,  AUTOMOBILE 

YERGER  &  PALMER 

The  Agency  of  Senice 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 


Phones:   Day  301,  Night  415,  498 


Gulfport,  Miss. 


W.   V.  JOYCE  CO. 

Biloxi,  Miss. 

Outer  Apparel  and 
Millinery 

NEWEST  STYLES  ALWAYS 


Bleuers   Gift  Shop 

BILOXI 

210  W.  Howard  Avenue 

GULFPORT 
2417   Fourteenth  Street 


L-U-C-K 


January Garnet 

February Amethyst 

March Bloodstone  or  Jasper 

April Diamond  or  Sapphire 

May. .. Emerald   or   Carnelian 

June Agate  or  Chalcedony 

July.. ..Ruby  or  Onyx 

August Sardonyx 

September Chrysolite 

October Opal  or  Beryl 

November Topaz 

December Ruby  or  Turquoise 


All   Birth  Stones   Are   Lucky 

HOWEVER,  too  often  the  word  "luck"  is  applied  to  success. 

SUCCESS  does  not  just  happen; 

It  is  not  a  chance; 

It  is  a  slow,  patient  result  of  trying;  and  is  the  only  way  to  win. 

IN  A  NUT  SHELL 

SPELL  luck  with  a  "P"  and  you  have  it  (P-luck). 


FIRST  NATIONAL  BANK 


GULFPORT,  MISS. 


Gifts 

That 

Last 

J- 

B.  LARAMORE 

WATCHES 

1 

JEWELRY            DIAMONDS 

Fine 

Repairing  a  Specialty 

NOVELTIES 

GULFPORT,  MISSISSIPPI 

WE  LIKE  GULF  PARK  COLLEGE 

It  Builds  Character 

Character   is   Essential   to   Good   Citizenship 

Home  Ownership  Also  Helps  to  Make  Good  Citizenship 

Gulfport  Building  and  Loan  Association 


PIK-QUIK 

Grocery  and 
Market 


Diggs-Glenn  Drug 
Company 

Hafifiy  Service 

2419  14th  St.  Phone  141 


Gulfport   Laundry   and  Cleaning  Co. 

A  New,  Modern  and 
Up-to-Date 

LAUNDRY,   DRY  CLEANING 

ana 

DYEING  PLANT 
"Send  It  To   the   Laundry" 

Phone  280 
3  1 6-22  Thirtieth  Avenue  GULFPORT,  Miss. 


ARVAH  S.  HOPKINS 

Dentist 

4th  Floor,   Bank  of  Gulfport  PHONES  355,    753 

F.  W.  WOOLWORTH  CO. 

Five  and  Ten  Cent  Goods,  Specialties,  Etc. 
1  306  26th  Avenue 


OUR  SERVICE 

COVERS  THE  ENTIRE  FIELD  OF 

Banking,   Trust,   and  Investment 
Business 

Commercial  Bank   ^  Trust   Company 

Gulfport,  Mississippi 


For  Dependable  Real  Estate  Service 

See  BILL  BALTAR,  Realtor 

Phone  1310  Gulfport 


Mutual  Auto   Sales 
Co.,  Inc. 

PACKARD— NASH 

Distributors  for  South  Mississippi 
Gulfport,  Miss. 


the 
PEOPLES  BANK 

Biloxi,  Miss. 


J.  C.  Clower,  President 
J.  R.  Clower,  Treasurer 
T.  S.  Clower,  Secretary 

J.  C.  Clower 
Furniture 
Company 

INCORPORATED 


Furniture 

and    Household 

Furnishings 


GULFPORT,    MISS. 


BUGNA  BROTHERS 

The  Quality  Store 

Fancy    Groceries,    Cakes,    Fruits 
Telephone  906-907  Gulfport,  Mississippi 


SAENGERS  STRAND  THEATER 


PRESENTING 


The  Ultra  Ultimate  in  Photoplays 

OWNED    AND    OPERATED    BY    THE 

SAENGER  THEATERS.  INC. 
Operating  Over   100  Theaters  in  Florida,   Mississippi,  Louisiana,   Arkansas,  Texas 


Beautiful   Shoes 

For  Every 
Occasion 


Mail   Orders   Receive   Prompt 
Attention 


IMPERIAL  SHOE  STORE 

Canal  at  Bourbon 
NEW  ORLEANS 


GULFPORT  PRINTING  CO. 


SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE 
ANNUAL  PRINTERS 


Engraved  and  Embossed  Invitations,  Dance  Programs 
Personal  Stationery  and  Christmas  Cards 


Phone  789 


GULFPORT,  MISS. 


THE  ART 
OF  MAGIC 

Wont  Help  You 


You  can't  pour  the  best  coffee 
into  your  cups  unless  you've  put 

ALAMEDA 

into  your  pots.    The  quality  tells. 


Be  Coffee  Wise 
Not  Coupon  Foolisl 


COPTOKiMT   I9?l  BY   MERCHANTS   COFFCt  CO.  OF   HW  OOLFAKS.LTD 


PEERLESS 
ICE  CREAM  COMPANY 


J.  K.  MlLNER,  Proprietor 


2910  Thirteenth  St. 


Telephone  102 


GAS. 


THE  ECONOMICAL  FUEL  FOR 


COOKING 


HEATING 


LIGHTING 


Some  of  the  best  inventive  geniuses  of  the  world  have  been  devoted  to  the 
development  of  modern  household  appliances  for  putting  GAS  to  work.  The 
cool  comfort  of  a  modern  GAS  equipped  kitchen,  the  luxury  of  hot  water 
always  ready,  the  ease  and  convenience  of  getting  a  meal  quickly,  even  when 
dressed  for  the  street — all  are  made  possible  by  the  use  of  GAS. 
We  are  living  in  an  age  of  short-cuts,  of  which  GAS  service  is  the  most 
essential.  Modern  living  demands  those  things  which  save  time,  eliminate 
drudgery  and  preserve  health.  Why  not  have  them  when  nothing  is  saved  by 
doing  without? 

Southwestern   Gas   6?  Electric   Company 

Gulf  Cities  Division 


Biloxi 


Gulf  port 


Pass  Christian 


CHICAGO,  ST.  LOUIS,  MEMPHIS 
AND  THE  GULF  COAST 


Are  Closely  Connected  by  the  Fast,  Efficient, 
and  Dependable  Train  Service  of  the 


Illinois  Central 
System 


P<9 
fed 


21  Hours  Between  Gulfport  and  Chicago 
17%  Hours  Between  Gulfport  and  St.  Louis 
9    Hours    Between    Gulfport    and    Memphis 


For  Copy  of  Beautifully  Illustrated  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast 

Booklet  Write 

T.  E.  HARRIS  A.  C.  LINTON 

Genera/   Agent  General  Passenger  Agent 

Gulfport,  Miss.  New  Orleans,  La. 


ARCADIAN   PASTEURIZED   ICE    CREAM 

"The  Desired  Dessert  of  the  Discriminating" 

This  delicious,  healthful  Ice  Cream  tops  off  any  feast,  or  makes  of  the  simplest 
meal  a  real  repast.     All  flavors — all  good1 — it's  pure — that's  sure. 

PASTEURIZED  MILK  AND  CREAM 

Those  who  would  safeguard  their  health  and  assure  themselves  of  rich  purity 
will  use  only  pasteurized  milk  and  cream  made  safe  by  pasteurization. 

Arcadia   Ice    Cream    and   Creamery   Co. 

GULFPORT 


SOUTHERN  STATIONERY  CO. 


"In  the  Hotel  Markham" 


Phone  520  Gulfport,  Miss. 


THE  DIXIE  BARBER  SHOP 

Appreciates  the  Patronage  of  the  Young  Ladies 
of  Gulf  Park  College 

SUPER-SERVICE  IN  HAIR  DRESSING 


Louisville  &  Nashville  R.  R. 


m 


Direct  Route  to 

Birmingham-Nashville-Louisville 

Cincinnati-Cleveland-Pittsburg 

Detroit-New  York-Philadelphia 

Washington-Buffalo-Boston-Chicago 

ana  other  Northern  and  Eastern  Cities 


Your   Choice    of   Five   Daily   Trains 


This  Includes 

kTHE  PAN-AMERICAN" 

AND 

"CRESCENT  LIMITED" 


I.  V.  Colly,  P.  A.  J.  K.  Ridgely.  G.  P.  A. 

Biloxi,   Miss  E-  G.  RUNTE,  D.   P.  A.         New  Orleans,   La. 

New  Orleans,   La. 


£>     You   Will  Always   Find  Us 
At  Your  Service 

ADAMS  The 

FLORIST 


Phone  561,   Hours   8:00-6:00 
Night  Phone  6  Pass  Christian 


&jwj£u>ith¥Jou?et$ 


EDWARDS  MOTOR  SALES  COMPANY 

Edwin  W.  Edwards,  President  and  Manager 

Lincoln        */£!£<]£       Fordson 

the  universal  car 
Authorized  Sales  and  Service 

GULFPORT,  MISS. 


HOWARD-PARDEN  DRUG  COMPANY 

The  Rexall  Store 
Drugs,  Toilet  Articles,  Films 


Gulf-Park  Girls  Always  Welcome 


Long  Beach,  Mississippi 


HOTEL  MARKHAM 

Gulfport  s   Newest   and   Finest   Hotel 


Strictly 

Modern 

and 

Gulf  port's 

Only 
Fireproof    JR. 
Hotel. 


Every 

Room 

With 

Bath 

All 
Outside 
Rooms 


European  Plan 

Students   01   Gull    Park   College,   their  friends   and 
relatives   are   cordially   invited   to   make   them- 
selves   at    home    in    this    hotel    whenever 
they  are  in  Guliport 


Dining  Room  (Overlooking  the  Gulf  of  Mexico) 
Roof  Garden  (160  Feet  Above  the  Gulf) 
Crystal  Ball-Room 

Recreation  Lodge 

Markham  Pharmacy   (Mississippi's  Finest) 


Beauty  Parlor 


Complete  Valet  Service 

Automobile  Storage  Garage 

Travel  and  Information  Bureau 


Gold  Room 


Barber  Shop 


'An  Institution  in  Keeping  With  the  Grandeur  and  Beauty 
of  the  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast" 


Lewis  A.  Reinert 

Managing  Director 


Annette  Gillispie 
Hostess 


Will  C.  Lawrence 

Resident   Manager 


To 

THE  GIRLS  AND  THE  FACULTY 

OF 

Wonderful   Gulf   Park 

College 

HAYS 

MASTER   CLEANER 

GULFPORT 

WILLIAM  H.  RICH 

Real  Estate 


BEHNER  fi?  BEHNER 

Chiropractors 

GULFPORT,   MISSISSIPPI 


GEO.   E.   NORTHROP   CO. 

GULFPORT  MISSISSIPPI 

Prices  to  Meet  the  Demands 
of  the  College  Girl 

Beyond  its  function  of  assembling  authoritative  fashions  for 
College  Girls,  this  institution's  highest  aspiration  is  to  be  known 
as  a  REASONABLE  STORE. 

Our  activities  are  about  evenly  divided  between  the  faithful 
reproduction  of  the  finest  examples  of 

PHILIPI   ET   GASTON 

CHERUIT 

PREMET 

LOUIS  BOULANGER 

JENNEY 

WORTH 

and  the  study  of  how  economically  we  can  sell  them. 
What  is  incommensurate  in  most  shops,   WILL   BUY   IT, 
at  Geo.   E.   Northrop  Co. 


European  Offices 
Paris,  4  Rue  Martel  Frankfurt  A/M,  Taunusstr.   24 

London,   29   Jewin   Crescent  Czechoslovakia,  Gablonz 

Berlin,  L.  W.  68,  Ritterstr.  64  Vienna,  Breitegasse  8 


THE  VANITE 

Hotel  Markham  Gulfport,  Miss. 

A  SHOP  FOR  WOMEN 

Featuring  Extraordinary  Creations  at 
Ordinary  Prices 

COATS  DRESSES  MILLINERY 

LINGERIE  NOVELTIES 


G. 

T. 

Darnall  Grocery 
Company 

PHONE  134 

Gulfport, 

Mississippi 

Mathias 

Building 

H.  T.  COTTAM  &  COMPANY 

GULFPORT,  MISSISSIPPI 
Distributors  of 

FUL-O-PEP  FEEDS,  ROI  TAN  CIGARS,  OMEGA  AND 
WHITE  RING  FLOUR 


DANTZLER 

THIS  NAME  STANDS   FOR  MUCH 
IN  MISSISSIPPI 


K*1^  V., 


THE  DANTZLER  LUMBER  COMPANY 


/fas  Been  One  of  the  Most  Powerful 

Forces  m  the  Development 

of  the  State 


"HONEST  INJUN" 


We  are  deeply  grateful  that 
Gulf  Park  College  is  located 
here. 

If  it  were  not,  how  in  the 
wide,  wide  world  would  we 
ever  have  the  opportunity 
to  make  sandwiches,  and 
sodas,  and  sell  candy,  and 
stationery,  and  so  many 
other  things  to  so  many 
charming  young  ladies. 

We  hope  to  so  serve  you 
that  you  11  continue  to  make 
our  store  your  meeting 
place — in  Gulfport. 

4?    4r    + 

Day  Drug  Company 

GULFPORT 


Edgewater   Culf  Hotel  from   Old   Spanish    Trail   (Beach   Drive)   showing   Sandy   Beach,    Class   enclosed 
Swimming  Pool,   delightfully   shaded   Lawn   and    Tennis    Courts. 

EDGEWATER  GULF  HOTEL 

BETWEEN  GULFPORT  AND  BILOXI,  MISS. 
Illinois  Central  to  Gulfport,  or  C.  &  E.  I.,  and  L.  &  N.  to  Edgewater  Park 


COME  TO  THE  GULF  COAST  NOW 

Golf  ::  Horseback  Riding 
Tennis  ::  ::  Swimming 
Fishing  Baths  Motoring 

Write,   Wire   or   Telephone    Edgewater   Gulf    Hotel    or   Edgewater    Beach    Hotel 
W.   M.   DEWEY,  Managing  Director  THOMAS  BURNS,   Resident  Manager 


THE  WHITE  HOUSE 

BILOXI,  MISS. 

A  Modern  Resort  Hotel  Overlooking  the  Sparkling 
Waters  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico 

BOATING,   BATHING,    DANCING 
FISHING 

Adjacent  to  the  best  36-hoIe  golf  course  South. 

Excellent  stable  of  saddle  horses. 

New  Annex   absolutely  fireproof,   every   room  with   private  bath. 

Illustrated  literature  on  request. 

Walter  E.  White  John  T.  White 

Manager  Assistant  Manager 


THE  MILLINERY  SALON  LAUNCHES 
THE  SPRINGTIME  MODE 

For  dress  Paris  chooses  delicate  semi-transparent  strawbraids,  filmy  chiffons 

and  laces,  lustrous  souple  silks  and  satin — our  new  collection  of  replicas  and 

adaptations  is  a  delight! 

Moderately  Priced 

$2.95  to  $25 


aison, 
auricQ 


811  Canal  St. 

Three  Full  Floors  of  Millinery 


California    and   Florida   Yesterday! 
Mississippi  Today! 


California  has  been  transformed ;  mountain  streams  have  been 

chained  and  diverted ;  deserts  made  productive,  and 

men  have  reaped  their  golden  harvest  and 

are  still  reaping  it. 

Florida's  development,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  is  one  of 
America's  greatest  achievements. 


What  of  Mississippi? 


As  an  Investment,  Mississippi  is  today  where  California  was  in  1910 
and  Florida  in   1 920. 

Economically — there  has  never  been  a  comparison. 

Our  rainfall  is  abundant  and  well  distributed  throughout  the  seasons. 

Our  soil  is  fertile — more  versatile  and  more  productive. 

Our  climate  is  delightful  and  more  conducive  to  permanent  residence. 

We  are  days  nearer  the  great  centers  of  population. 

The  great  migration  of  men  and  money  is  moving  Southward ! 


Mississippi  Today! 

GULFPORT  GROCERY  COMPANY 

Gulfport,  Mississippi 


Gulf  Hills  Country  Clut 

BRANIGAR  BROTHERS  COMPANY,  Ocean  Springs,  Biloxi,  Miss. 


The  "Old  Souths" 

Outstanding  Golf  and  Country  Out 

— '  on  the  Mississippi  Qulf  Coast 


The  soft,  balmy  climate 
of  the  Southland — the 
health-building  sports  of 
every  description  —  the 
Way  Down  South  at- 
mosphere at  Gulf  Hills 
will  give  you  a  new  grip 
on  life  while  our  trained 
personnel  will  provide 
for  your  every  comfort. 


The  Gulf  Hills  Golf 
Course,  rolling  and 
scenic,  with  fairways 
forged  thru  virgin  for- 
ests, overlooking  the 
beautiful  Bay  of  Biloxi 
on  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 
is  accepted  by  "world- 
over"  golfers  as  one  of 
the  finest  in  all  America. 


THE  CLUB  HOUSE 


Once  you've  experienced  the  true  Southern  hospitality  of  our  Club  House  and  tasted  of  its 
cuisine — you  will  always  long  to  return. 


LEAVE  AT  NOON  AND 


nd  Home  Site  Development 

CHICAGO  OFFICE:   160  North  LaSalle  Street 


SUNSET  POINT 

Court  Bungalow  Hotel  Plan 

Bungalow  units  on  Sunset  Point,  just  a  step  from  the  Club  House,  all 
outside  rooms  with  private  bath  and  service  consistent  with  the  routine  of 
well  appointed  hostelries  available.     Meals  a  la  carte  at  the  Club  House. 

Reservations  are  now  hemg  received 


Typical    Gulf    Hills    year    'round    home,    completely    furnished    and 

equipped    (maid    and   servants   supplied),    available    by    the 

D>eel(,   month,   or  year. 


PLAY  NEXT  MORNING 


E.  BERTUCCI  AND  COMPANY 

Wholesale  and  Retail 
Dealers  in 

FRUITS  AND  VEGETABLES 

Phone  213 
1318  27th  Avenue  GULFPORT,  MISS. 


MODEL  MARKET 

Fresh.  Meats 


Phone  149  27th  Avenue 


THE  QUALITY  POULTRY  COMPANY 

SOLICITS  YOUR  ORDER  FOR 

Fine  Milk-Fed  Poultry  and  Fresh  Eggs 

PHONE  904 

1602  26th  Avenue  GULFPORT,  MISS. 
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